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CHAPTER I. 



A STKAXGE CHINESE CASE. 



Old King Brady, the -world-famous detective, was play- 
ing chess with his partner when the telephone rang. 

"Check!" exclaimed Old King Brady, moving his 
bishop. 

"Just answer that infernal machine,. Harry, will you?" 
Harry went to the telephone. 

Old King Brady listened to Harry's talk. Harry paused 
after a while and beckoned the old detective. "We are 
wanted on the waterfront, it appears," said Old King 
Brady. 

"YeV replied Harry. "Remember Long Dong, the 
Chink we saved from the Highbinders, two years ago and 
smuggled out of Chinatown?" 

"Perfectly. But he went back to China. You know 
we had a letter from him from Shanghai." 

"I know. He has returned, it seems. He is now dying 
on the tramp steamer Woolwich Castle, lying at the Lib- 
erty Stores, over in Brooklyn. , The master, a Captain 
Sehaekleton, is at the 'phone. Long Dong wants to see 
us. He wants Alice. Ho wants us to come right away. 
Will you talk with the captain?" 

"Oh, I suppose so !" grunted Old King Brady. \ 

He went to the telephone and the result of the talk 
was his consent to wait on the dying Long Dong. 

"So we go?" remarked Harry, as the old detective 
turned away from the telephone. 

"Yes; I cannot refuse the man. He did us good service 
once, as you know," was the reply. "Call up Alice and 
tell her to get ready. Then call up the livery stable. 
Tell them io send a closed carriage. Be quick! Captain 
Sehaekleton savs the man is very low." 

Once more Harry "worked the wire." 

Soon after the carriage was reported at the door by 
Julius, the Bradys' faithful colored man. 

The detectives entered it and were driven around the 
corner to a house on Waverly place, where Alice had a 
suite of rooms. 

Miss Montgomery was all ready and a few minutes later 
the whole party were on their way to Brooklyn. 

"So Long Dong has turned up again, has he?" re- 
marked Alice. "I thought he intended to stay in China, 
from what he said." 

"He particularly asked for you." 

"I don't know why he should want to see me," mused 
Alice. "He speaks English well enough." 

"His English may be slipping away from him in his 
dying moments," replied Old King Brady. "At all 
events, you are the one wanted. It is only to be hoped 
that we may be able to re^ch the steamer before he gives 
up the ghost." 



Instead of taking to the Bridge, the Bradys ordered 
their driver to take them to the Fulton Ferry. 

Here they were fortunate enough to catch a boat just 
leaving, and a few minutes later the carriage turned up 
gloomy Furman street and drove on to the entrance to 
the Liberty Stores. 

This was cut off by a huge wooden gate. 
Harry jumped out to reconnoitre. 
"There seems to be nobody behind the gate," said the 
driver. "Am I expected to go inside, or what?" 

"To go inside, of course, if we can get the gate open," 
was the reply. "There must be somebody around." 
Harry looked about and found a bellpull. 
In answer to his vigorous ring a watchman put in an 
appearance behind the gate. 

"What's wanted?" he demanded. "This place is closed 
for the night." 

"We are here at the request of Captain Sehaekleton 
of the Waolwich Castle," replied Harry. "Did he leave 
no word?" 

Instead of answering, the watchman, whose idea ap- 
peared to be to treat everybody as a thief, unlocked the 
gate. 

"Can we drive right in?" demanded Harry. 

"Of course," replied the watchman, sourly. "What 
else did I open the gate for?" 

They passed through a gloomy tunnel beneath the big 
building, crossed an open wharf and once there went in 
under a covered pier. 

Another watchman came forward and civilly opened 
the carriage door. 

"You are, I presume, wanting the Woolwich Castle,"* 
he said. "This way, please." 

He led them to an open door en the right, where there 
was a gangplank leading up to the steamer's deck. 

"Visitors for Captain Sehaekleton !" he shouted. 

A sailor dressed in a suit of oilskins came forward and 
met the detectives at the head of the gangplank. 

"Is this Old King Brady?" he asked. 

"That's right," replied the old detective. "Is the cap- 
tain aboard?" 

"He is. Step down into the cabin, please." 

The' man led them to the companionway. At the same 
time he pressed an electric button. 

"You will find the captain in the cabin, gentlemen and 
miss," he said. "Walk right down." 

The cabin was but dimly lighted and there was nobody 
to be seen. 

The captain came out of a stateroom in a minute, how- 
ever, and introduced himself. 
"Are we in time?" demanded Old King Brady. 
"Yes," was the reply. "The man is very low." 
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"Are any of his countrymen with him?" 

"No; he is alone. It is his desire. He seems to be 
perfectly resigned to death, and he particularly requested 
me to see that none of his people came near him. He 
has even declined to see our Chinese steward, a man who 
has been very attentive to him during the voyage." 
."Where is he?" demanded Old King Brady. 

"In the stateroom you just saw me come out of," was 
the reply. "I have scarcely left him since I telephoned 
to you. As I understand it, you know the man well." 

"I know a Chinaman named Long Dong — yes." 

"Will you step in? Do you prefer to see him alone 
first?" 

"It may be as well." 

The captain led Old King Brady to the stateroom. * 
There, lying in the lower berth was a Chinaman in the 

last stages of emaciation. 

He looked up as the old detective entered and held out 

his hand. 

"How do, Mr. Blady?" he said, faintly. - "Missy Alice, 
she come?" 

"She is here," replied the old detective. "Do you want 
to see her now, or have you something to say to me first?" 

"Alice!" gasped the man. 

He seemed incapable of uttering another word. 

Indeed, he appeared to be so near death that Old King 
Brady hurriedly stepped back into the cabin. 

"Your job, Alice," he said. "You better be quick about 
it. The man is in the jaws of death even now!" 



CHAPTER II. 

THE BEADYS TAKE A CASE FOR A DEAD MAN. 

f 

Alice entered the stateroom and closed the door. 

"Is it safe for her to be in there alone?" demanded 
Young King Brady. 

"Safe enough," replied the captain. "The man is so 
weak that he cannot raise his hand." 
* "He has his certificate all right?" asked Old King 
Brady. "You need not be afraid to tell us. We never 
interfere in matters with which we have no concern. I 
only ask in reference to his burial." 

"Yes, he has it," replied the captain. "He came aboard 
at Shanghai. Seemed to think that the long sea voyage 
might do him good. As he had plenty of money, I raised 
no objection. I would not have consented if I had sup- 
posed he was a dying man. Is he as rich as they say?" 

"He has that reputation. But who says it, may I ask?" 

"Fen Low, my Chinese steward, is my informant." 

"Has Long Dong been intimate with Fen Low?'.' 

"Scarcely. He seemed rather to avoid him. In my 
presence he never talked Chinese with the steward, but I 
understand they occasionally met "at night on deck and 
had talks in their own language." 

"So? Did Long' Dong smoke opium at all?" 

" If he did I don't know it. I watched him pretty close- 
ly, too." 

"Any other passengers, Captain?" 
"No; he is the only one." 



The talk continued for some minutes. 

Suddenly there came a cry from the stateroom. 

Harry, who is devotedly attached to Alice, sprang to 
his feet and made a rush for the door. 

But before he could reach it Alice threw it open and 
came out, looking excited. 

"Dead?" cried the captain. 

"Pretty close to it, but it isn't tHat. There has been 
a 3py listening. Up there !" 

Alice pointed to a sort of fretwork near the ceiling, 
open for ventilation. 

"A Chinaman looked down on me from there!" she 
cried. "You want to get him, Mr. Brady. What he over- 
heard is very important!" 

"Fen Low, the rascal !" cried Captain Sehackleton. 

He sprang forward and flung open a door adjoining 
that of the stateroom. 

But, instead of leading into another stateroom, it com- 
municated with a passage. 

"This way!" cried the captain. "This leads to the 
galley. We shall find the steward there." 

But they did not! 

In order to reach the galley Old King Bra,dy, who fol- 
lowed Captain Sehackleton, was obliged to cross another 
passage, from which a bunker shutter opened in the side 
of the steamer. 

It stood open now. 

Finding the galley empty, Old King Brady jumped 
back to it. 

Thrusting his head out, he peered about. 

"Do you imagine he has jumped overboard?" demand- 
ed the captain. ( 

"I heard a splash!" replied Old King Brady. "Has 
your steward a citizen's certificate?" 

*No; he is supposed not to be allowed to land," the 
captain replied. 

"Then he is landing now, all right. Look! There he 
goes, swimming around the end of the pier!" 

"Sure thing!" cried the captain. "The rascal! But 
what can I do? Lower a boat?" 

"You can do as you wish," replied Old King Brady. 
"But I doubt if your men can overhaul him. He is a 
crack swimmer. These Chinamen are very slick." 

"By jove! I'll try it on, then!" cried the captain. 
"He may have stolen something. Yet I always trusted 
the fellow. He has been with me two years." 

The Captain hurried on deck. 

Old King Brady returned to the cabin, where JIarry 
remained with Alice. 

Both were in Long Dong's stateroom now. 
Old King Brady looked in. 
"Dead?" he breathed. 

"Looks so," said Harry. "You are the doctor. It is up 
to you to decide." 

And, indeed, Old King Brady is considerable of a doc- 
tor in his way. 

He bent over the bunk arid examined the Chinaman. 

"Yes, he is dead !" he remarked in a minute. "Is it 
up to us to bury him ?" 

"Such was his request," replied Alice. "He gave me 
this pocketbook, which seems to contain considerable 
money. He told me also that thete was more in his tounk. 
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He wanted to be buried in the Chinese plot at the Ever- 
greens." 

"Right. You were saying, Alice, that his communica- 
tion was of importance. Do you want to 'talk about it 
now?" 

"No," replied Alice. "I got such a scare, seeing that 
ugly faced Chink peering down at me ! He must have 
heard every word that was said." 

"He stood on a chair in the passage next to this," re- 
plied Old King Brady, adding: 

"It only goes to show how careful one ought to be. I 
never doubted that the next door opened into another 
stateroom." 

"What about that?" demanded Harry. "Did you catch 
him, then?" * 

."Catch him, no! He jumped overboard. The captain 
went to lower a boat." 

"Then there you are!" said Alice. "We want to get 
a move on if we expect to do anything about this mat- 
ter. But, anyhow, we can do nothing to-night." 

"Sure?" demanded Old King Brady. 

"Do you want to go prowling about Chinatown looking 
for a Chinese woman in this rain?" 

"It is not a good night for the job." 

"We can do nothing. Nor can that spy, probably. Does 
he belong in New York?" 

"No. The captain says he has no certificate." 

"Well," sighed Alice, "I guess it will keep. It must, 
anyhow. We must have time to think and we want to 
get the dead man's trunk." 

They returned to the cabin, closing the stateroom door, 
and there waited for the captain. 

He returned after a little. 

"Very sorry, Mr. Brady," he said. "We sent a, boat 
after Fen Low, but the men could find no trace of him. 
They seem to think that he is probably drowned." 

"Nonsense!" retorted Old King Brady. "The man 
swam like a duck." 

"I can only lodge a description of him with the United 
States Marshal." 

"Do so, please. Let the Secret Service men who are 
out for Chinamen catch him if they can. Meanwhile we 
are off, Captain. 1 will send you an undertaker to-night. 
We take charge of the burial of Long Dong." 

"That will be very satisfactory. Did you learn what 
you wanted to know, may I ask?" 

"I learned what Long> Dong wanted me to know," re- 
plied Alice. 

"Ah! So? Well?" 

"Well, Captain Schackleton?" 

"Oh! You don't care to tell me what he said, then?" 

"Certainly not! W r hy should I reveal this man's dying 
statement? If he had wanted you to know he would have 
told you." 

Captain Schackleton looked rather called down. 

It seemed a good time to pull out, and the Bradys did 
•so. , , 

Returning to their carriage, Old King Brady ordered 
the driver to. take them' through to Atlantic avenue, where 
there was an undertaker whom he knew. 

"And now, Alice," he said, as they started along Fur- 
man street. 



"What he told me was this," began Alice: "When 
we hustled Long Deng out of Chinatown that time it 
appears that he buried a part of his money and some 6f 
his diamonds. In this he was assisted by a woman, whom 
he claims is his sister. Her name is Mrs. Quing Quong. 
She agreed to look after the stuff until he could commu- 
nicate with her. , He wrote twice from China, but received 
no answer. He has never heard from her since. He 
wanted us to attend to his burial, to take his trunk and 
to unearth this treasure. He had just. got that far when 
I saw the spy looking down at me. I was foolish enough 
to scream, and you know what followed. When I went 
back into the stateroom the man was dead." 

"Did he give you no clew to the whereabouts of his 
sister?" asked Old King Brady. 

"None. He had no idea where she was. He gave me 
a token, however. He said that if I could only find the 
woman and place it in her hands that she would surely 
tell us where the money and diamonds were hidden. He 
seemed to feel absolute confidence on that point, which 
is more than I do." 

"Indeed, yes!" added Harry. 

"Oh, I don't know," said Old King Brady. "These 
Chinks are pretty loyal to each other." 

"The men are in business — yes," replied Alice; "but 
when it comes to a Chinese woman, living the life they 
live on Mott and Fell streets, that is altogether another 
matter. But we shall see." 

"And what is it he gave you?" demanded Old King 
Brady. 

"Here you are," said Alice, placing a small, green stone 
in the old detective's hand. "A jade seahWith some Chi- 
nese characters on it. I have not had a chance to find 
out what they mean." 

"And he gave you the pocketbook, too?" suggested 
Harry. 

"Yes," replied Alice. "It is stuffed with money. He 
said he had more in China in bank, as papers in his trunk 
would show. He also said that there was a paper in his 
trunk which tells what we are to do with this treasure, in 
case we get it." 

"Do you think he knew where his sister was? Did he 
intend to tell?" Old King Brady asked. 

"He was just in the act of telling when the spy looked 
down upon xis," replied Alice. "If I had not been such a 
fool as to call out as I did I should have heard the rest. 
It is one of my blunders." 

"For which you are not to be blamed," added Harry, 
loyally. 

"I blame myself, just the same," said Ali%e; "hut we 
are stopping. Are we at the undertaker's already, then?" 

"Yes, here we are," replied Old King Brady, looking 
out of the window. "There is no sense in all of us going 
m. I'll attend to the matter. You two remain here." 

'In a few minutes Old King Brady was out again and 
they drove back to Washington Square. 

Alice went in with them, for she wanted to examine 
the pocketbook and the jade seal in a better light than 
had been theirs in the cab. 

The pocketbook was indeed -stuffed with money, and it 
contained nothing else. 

Some of it was in United States greenbacks ; there were 
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also many Bank of England notes, and a few pieces of 
gold. 

Harry counted it upon the library table and found that 
the contents of the pocketbook amounted to almost six 
thousand dollars. 

"Plenty to bury the poor wretch with and a lot to 
spare !" exclaimed Old King Brady. "It is really touch- 
ing to see what confidence he had in us." 

"He knew who he was dealing with," replied A^ice; 
"but let us see about this seal." 

The sea] was an oval piece of green jade, bearing two 
Chinese characters, cut intaglio. 

Alice, however, could make nothing of them. 

She declared that they were old Chinese. 

"Perhaps if you could see an impression in wax you 
could do better," suggested Harry. "Governor, have 
you such a thing as sealing wax?" 

Old King Brady had, and he produced it. 

The impression was then made, but Alice still was 
tmable to tell what the characters meant. 

"Well, at all events, if this Mrs. Quing Quong won't 
give away the secret until she gets the seal in her hands 
we are safe from the steward," remarked the old detec- 
tive. 

But Alice was still doubtful. 

"Is there a Mr. Quing Quong?" Old King Brady then 
asked. 

Alice did not*know. 

Long Dong did not get as far as that, it appeared. ~ 
It was now time for Alice to go, and Harry saw her 
home. 

Old King Brady gathered up the dead Chinaman's 
money. 

He had no other idea than to carry out the wishes of 
the man, who .had paid him a good fee in the past. 

As he stuffed the bills into the pocketbook he came 
across a slip of red paper bearing Chinese characters, 
which had escaped their notice. 

"Pshaw! Here is another job- for Alice," thought the 
old detective; "but it is too late to do anything about it 
to-night." 

,And such were the singular 'circumstances under which 
the Bradys came to take up with their latest Chinese 
case. 



CHAPTER III. 

THE MYSTERIOUS QUEEN OP PELL STREET. 

Morning came, clear and hot. 

Alice, called over the telephone, came around to break- 
fast, which she sometimes did. 

Of course, Old King Brady showed her the red slip 
of paper. 

It proved to be of the highest importance to the de- 
tectives themselves. 

"Why, look here !" exclaimed Alice, as soon as she 
looked at it. "I can read this all right. It says that Old 
King Brady is to keep all the money in the pocketbook 
in case he secures the hidden treasure." 



"That is certainly interesting!" chuckled Harry. "A 
pretty good fee." 

"And one yet to be earned," added Old King Brady. 
"I shall keen faith with this dead man. I was in hopes, 
however, that the paper would give us some clew." 

"Starting clews are the hardest things to get hold 
of in a Chinese case," said Alice. "The first thing for you 
to do is for you to get around among some of your Chi- 
nese friends, Mr. Brady. They may be able to tell you 
just where we can put our hands on this woman." 

"Quite so," replied Old King Brady. "And as she, or 
her husband — if she has one — seems to belong to the 
Quong family, we will begin with a call on Quong Lee." 

Quong Lee is the keeper of an opium joint on Chat- 
ham Square. , 

Once it fell in Old King Brady's way to do the man a 
most important service. 

This has never been forgotten, and from that time 
on the old divekeeper has t held himself in readiness to 
serve the Bradys in any way he can. 

As Harry and Alice both had matters on hand which 
demanded their attention during the morning, Old King 
Brady went to Chinatown alone and sought out Quong 
Lee. 

The divekeeper received him in bed, for he rarely got 
up before noon, his business requiring him to remain 
up until long after midnight. 

"Well, what you wantee now, Blady?" he asked. 
"Slometing de old Chink can do for you? Well?" 

"Remember Long Dong?" demanded the" old detective. 

"Belly well. He go back to China." 

"He is dead!" 

Old King Brady had resolved to tell no one of the 
circumstances of Long Dong's death, except Mrs. Quing 
Quong, for the present at least. 

"Dead!" cried Quong Lee. "How you know?" 

"I know, Qjong. It is straight." 

"Belly well. Me no care. He no good. Makee lots of 
money. Belly mean man. You lun him out of China- 
town. Only for dlat he would have been dead long ago." 

"Well, he is dead now, at all events, and I am asked to 
find his sister and tell her. That is what I want. Her 
name is Mrs. Quing Quong." 

"So?" • 

"You know her?" 

"Me know 'bout her. Me no bother with such people." 

"Is she living here in Chinatown now?" 

"Yair." 

"Perhaps she is a relation of yours, Quong? You don't 
seem to be very anxious to talk about her." ■ 

"No 'lation of mine. She belly big woman. Dley 
eallee her de Queen of Pell Street." 

"Hello ! hello! Now I know who she is. The widow 
of that Chinese banker who used to stake the racetrack 
Chinks. She follows her husband's business, but never 
shows herself to any one, I have heard it said." 

"Dlat's right. She belly big woman. DTbn't let no 
one see her. She lend lots of money. Oh, yair." 

"Well, I want to see her and tell her about her brother's 
death. You can fix that, Quong?" 

"Can't do it, Blady. She neber see no one. Dlose 
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who borrow money have to talk to her through a little 
hole in the wall." 

"Well, that will suit me well enough. I will talk to her 
through the little hole in the wall." 

*T>lon't know. Me see. Better you gettee Mliss Alice 
write her a Chinee letter. Dlose people don't likee me. 
Say, Blady, you know me. You know I would do any- 
thing I can for you, but dis time I no good." 

"All right, Quong. I know you would do it, if you 
oould. But tell me where she lives." 

''-Dlat's it. De dletectives try to find her lots of times. 

No can. Her husband's sign is still up on No. Pell 

street. Dley lun de bank, but you can't find her dere. 
Dley blindfold dlose Chinks what want to bellow money. 
Dley takee diem somewhere. Den she talkee troo little 
hole — see ?" 

"But what is all this mystery about, Quong? Why does 
she do "business in this singular fashion?" 
"She terrible wise woman, Blady." 
"Oh, a sort of clairvoyant?" 

"Me no lunderstand. She luck woman? Know what 
dlat means?" 

"It means the same thing, I fancy. Well, I will call 
at Quing Quong's bank and try my luck. Perhaps I shall 
do better than you think for." 

"Allee light. Go ahead. Me askee people. Mebbe me 
can do better dlan me tink. Anyhow, me tly." 

Old King Brady now went up Pell street and entered 
the Chinese bank at the number Quong Lee hid given 
him. 

It was a neatly furnished room, with counter, a scales 
for weighing money, a big safe and a high iron railing 
screwed to the top of the counter. 

An elderly Chinaman sat on a high stool behind the 
counter, working a Chinese counting machine with one 
hand, while with the other he wrote in a tissue-paper 
book. 

At the other end of the counter sat a younger man, 
arranging little slips of red paper. 

Old King Brady thought they looked suspiciously like 
lottery tickets. 

He felt that his detective shield would hardly help him 
here. 

"And probably they know me," he thought. 
Probably they did, for the Bradys are well known in 
Chinatown. 

The younger man came forward to the opening in the 
railing. 

He was dressed in the latest style, and his queue was* 
braided up around his head. 

"What did you want?" he asked, in good English. 

"This is Mrs. Quing Quongfs bank?" Old King Brady 
asked. 

"Yes." 

"You know, me?" 

"Yes. You are Old King Brady." 

"That's right. Can I see Mrs. Quing Quong?" 

"No. She never sees anybody. Besides, it would do 
you no good. She don't speak English, and I suppose 
you don't speak Chinese. You can only do business with 
her through me. What is it you want?" 



"I want to see her about her brother, Long Dong." 
"What about?" 

"That I can only tell her. Suppose I bring a letter 
here in Chinese? Will you give it to her?" 
"Yes." 

"Very well. I will do' that." 

"You have a letter from Long Dong?" 

"I "have heard from him — yes." 1 

"He is very well?" > 

"No. He is very sick." 

"So?" 

"Tell Mrs. Quing Quong that. I will come again 1 ." 

"Very well," said the Chinaman, and he went back to 
his red slips. 

Old King Brady now went to his office. 

He had frequently heard of this mysterious wise woman 
of Chinatown, who backed the Chinese racetrack gam- 
blers, but he had never heard he> called the Queen of 
Pell Street until Quong Lee gave her that name. 

He understood that this was a small-footed woman, 
who came of a very fine Chinese family, thus he was not 
surprised that her countrymen should treat her like a 
quefgi. 

Alice and Harry did not come in until nearly three 
o'clock, thus it was late in the afternoon before the old de- 
tective found opportunity to take up the matter. 

"Don't you think, Mr. Brady," said Alice, "that we bet- 
ter wait until we can look .over Long Dong's trunk before- 
we act?" 

"Oh, I don't think so," was. the reply. "The trunk is- 
probably at the house now. I left word for the express 
company to call for it. But this dead man has to be 
buried. His sister may have something to say about it. 
It seems to "me that the sooner we notify her of his death 
the better." 

"Theft why didn't you tell them at the bank that he 
was dead?" 

"Eeally, Aliee, you press me hard. I don't just know 
why I did not. Write your letter asking for an inter- 
view with the woman and we will go right down there 
now." 

Alice complied. 

The letter informed Mrs. Quing Quong of her^brother's 
death on the steamer, and stated that he had maSe a 
dying request of the writer, who desired to talk with her 
about it in Chinese. 

"Look here!" said Old King Brady, after Alice had 
read the letter over in English. "You don't give up that 
jade seal to the first person who asks for it. We must 
know that we are actually dealing with Mrs. Quing 
Quong." 

"So I say," put in Harry. "Another thing, I don't 
think this hidden Queen of Pell Street ought to be al- 
lowed to even sec the token until she promises that we 
shall be present when the treasure is unearthed." 

Alice looked doubtful. 

"You are laying down a lot of rules, which you maj| 
find difficult to carry' out," she said. "However, we can 1 
tell better when we see what effect this letter has." 

So the Bradys and Alice went down to Pell street and 
called at the Quing Quong bank. 
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Old King Brady persisting in his idea, had the token 
concealed in one of his secret pockets. 
"He was resolved that no Chinaman should" see it until 
he was reasonably certain tlfat said woman was actually 
Mrs. Quing Quong. 

The 6ame two Chinamen were behind the counter. 

There were also several Chinaman standing around 
outside. 

They eyed the detective suspiciously and jabbered 
among themselves. v 

"Here is the letter," said Old King Brady. "Please 
give it to Mrs. Quing Quong." ' 

"All right," replied the young Chink, receiving it. 
"Come to-morrow." 

"No, no!" replied Old King Brady. "To-morrow won't 
do. I want you to give that letter to her now." 

The Chinaman looked very doubtful. 

Alice tackled him in Chinese, and much to his sur- 
prise. 

They talked for some minutes. 

It was amusing to see how quickly the talk among the 
men outside the counter ceased ! 

At last the Chinaman opened a gate, came out from 
behind the counter and passed into the back room. 

"Is he going to deliver the letter?" asked Old King 
Brady. 

"Yes," replied Alice. 

"I hope you were guarded."* 

"Certainty Mr. Brady." 

The Chinamen now began leaving. 

In a moment the Bradys were the only persons in the 
bank except the old Chink at the other end of the coun- 
ter, who was still working the sampan and writing in 
his tissue-paper book. 

The. clerk soon returned. 

* 

He looked somewhat excited. 

"So Long Dong is dead?" he said. "Why did you 
not tell me that at first?" 

"You know now," replied Old King Brady. "Can Miss 
Montgomery see Mrs. Quing Quong?" 

"As I told you before, no one can see her," was the 
reply, and the fellow began talking Chinese. 

"He says he will take me to where I can talk with Mrs. 
Quing Quong," said Alice; "but I must be blindfolded 
and go alone." 

"It won't do, my friend," said Old King Brady. "We 
don't object to the blindfold part, but one of us must go 
with the lady." 

The clerk shrugged his shoulders. 

"I have nothing to do with it, Mr. Brady," he said. 
"Mrs. Quing Quong is a queen among her people here in 
Pell street. Her orders must be obeyed." 

"I am not a bit afraid," said Alice. 

"There is nothing to be afraid of," added the China- 
man. "It is the only way the 'Queen of Pell Street,' as 
we call her, ever receives any one but me and one or two 
others. I give you my promise that this lady shall return 
in safety." 

"She don't go !" said Harry, decidedly. 

"It is as he says," added Old King Brady. "One of us 
must go with her or we shall have to find some other 



way of getting at Mrs. Quing Quong. We may even have 
to bring the police in here." 

The Chinaman shrugged his shoulders again. 

"That will do you no good," he said. "That has been 
tried before. Neither you nor your police can find the 
Queen of Pell Street." 

"But I will ask her if she minds," he added. "If one 
of you go in there you will be the first white man who 
has ever been admitted to the presence of the Queen." 

"Ask her," said Old King Brady. "Tell her there will 
be something doing if she says no." 

There was a decidedly ugly look on the Chinaman's 
face as he left the room. 

"Which of us go?" inquired Harry, in a whisper. 

"It better be you," replied Old King' Brady. "In case 
you don't return I may have to work the police." 

"That suits me best," said Harry. 

"I don't imagine there is a particle of danger," said 
Alice. "The woman is simply regarded as a clairvoyant. 
She adds to the mystery of her predictions by concealing 
herself, that is all. It is quite Chinese." ' 

They waited. , - j 

Sam, the clerk, returned. ' 

"She says one of you can go," he announced. "But you 
must both be blindfolded, as I said." 

"Very well," said Harry, stepping forward. "I will ' 
go." 

"Follow me," replied the Chinaman. 
And they followed the man into the room behind* the 
bank. 

t^~~i»k&jBB&d*&'£* . . .... 



CHAPTER IV. . 

A MIDNIGHT ALAKM. 

In the room which Harry and Alice entered sat an 
aged Chink, with a long, drooping, white niustache. 

The clerk said something in Chinese. 

Rising, the old fellow went to a bureau drawer and 
took out two silk handkerchiefs. 

One of these he proceeded to tie over Harry's eyes and 
then served Alice in the same fashion with the other. 

"Take hold of his coat," said the clerk, and, taking 
Harry's hand, he guided it. 

Alice's hand was then placed on Harry's coat, and 
they started. 

First, it was around and around several times. 

Then, advancing, they passed through a door. 

Crossing a room, they went out in the open. 

Then it was over a flagged yard, in by another door, 
up a flight of stairs and then several turns were made- 
Next they descended a flight of stairs. 

Harry, who counted the steps on both /occasions, was 
satisfied that all this was bluff, and that it was the same 
flight. * 

He was still more certain of it when, in a moment, 
they found themselves in the yard again. 

But now they only advanced a few steps and then went 
in through a door, which could not have been the same 
one they came out of. * 
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And now the old fellow pulled himself away from 
Harry. 

"Yon standee still," he Said. 

Harry obeyed, but he listened for all he was worth. 

The Chinaman went shuffling about the room, making 
a great deal more noise than was necessary, apparently. 

Presently he came back and, taking Harry's hand, 
placed it on his coattail again. 

"Lookee out ! No fallee ! Go dlownstlairs," he said. 

They descended a flight of ten steep steps. 

Harry was satisfied that they had passed through a 
trap door. 

Beaching the level, they were led on through a long 
passage. 

At last they paused and the Chinaman, opening a door, 
stood back. 

"Takee off blinds," he said. 
It was done. 

They found themselves standing in a narrow passage, 
facing an open door. 

"Go in dlere," said the old fellow, pointing. "When 
you troo knock on dloor." 

They entered a small room, bare of all furnishing. 

There was but one door and no window. 

The room was lighted by a bracket lamp. 

Near the lamp, in the partition, which was made of 
planed boards, was a round hole. 

The old man closed the door, and as he did so a voice 
spoke from behind the hole. 

The words were Chinese, and the voice was that of a 
woman. 

Alice advanced close to the hole and answered. 
An extended conversation followed. 
Presumably the Queen of Pell Street was behind this 
panel. 

But to Harry it was all jargon. 

At last, however, the voice became insistent, and the 
same thing was repeated, again and again, and Alice's 
answer was always, the same. 

Finally a little shutter inside the hole was heard to 
close with a bang, and Alice turned away. 

"All over," she said. 

"And what does it amount to?" demanded Harry. 
"Don't ask me now," replied Alice. "It is all very 
unsatisfactory. Let us get out of here — quick!" 
Harry pounded on the door. 
It was instantly opened by the old Chink. 
"You go now?" he demanded. 
'"Yes," replied Alice. 

"Allee light. Me put on hankerfellers again." 

It was done, and they returned by the way they came., 

Once more Harry felt satisfied that the going up and 
down stairs was only bluff. 

At last they were landed in the back room behind the 
bank, where the handkerchiefs were removed, and they 
rejoined Old King Brady. 

"Well?" demanded the old detective. "What's the re- 
port?" 

"The report will come later," replied Alice. 
The Chinese clerk got busy then. 

He wanted to know where Long Dong had died and all 
about it. 



Needless to say, he learned nothing. 
Alice hurried the Bradys out. 

"Where did you go?" demanded the old detective, when 
they found themselves on Pell street, "through to Mott 
street?" 

"Yes, I think so," replied Harry. 
"Did you see the Queen?" 

"Saw nothing but a hole in the wall, through which a 
voice spoke. Alice did the talking. I can't chew the rag 
in Chinese, but she did a lot of it, just the same." 

"Spare us your slang," said Alice. 

"But what he says is true," she added. "We didn't 
get on at all. It was just as I supposed. The woman 
demanded the token. I hadn't it to give her. Conse- 
quently there was nothing doing. She even refused to 
have anything to do with the funeral." 

"Got angry?" asked Old King Brady. 

"Indeed, yes! She finally slammed the panel in a 
rage. She wouldn't tell me a thing." 

"I suppose it would be impossible for you to repeat 
the actual conversation?" 

"Very difficult, Mr. Brady. You have the sense of it in 
what I have just said." 

"Well, let me try to get at it in another way. Did you 
tell the Queen that we had the jade seal or did she ask 
for it?" 

"I had to tell her. She acted as if she didn't know 
anything about it. She wanted to know how and where 
her brother died, and then she asked if he had left any 
money. I told her that he had left money and that she 
ought to know where it was. She declared she didn't. 
We fenced for a few minutes and then I told her about 
the seal and that the money was to go to her brother's 
people in China, and that he said she had it and that we 
expected her to give it up." 

"Did she get angry at that?" 

" She began to talk loud. 'Give me the seal !' she said, 
again and again. 

"And your answer?" 

" 'You describe it and you get it.' " 

"She refused?" 

"Yes. 'Give me the seal!' she kept saying. Finally 
she called out that we could throw her brother's corpse to 
the fishes, for all she cared, and slammed the panel. We 
came away then." 

They walked on to the Bowery in silence. 

"Alice," said Old King Brady, suddenly, "it comes to 
me very strongly that we have tackled the wrong woman." 

"Mr. Brady," replied Alice, "do you know I am think- 
ing the very same thing." 

"But what can it mean? Can Quong Lee have deceived 
us? Hardly. This woman, who is never seen, must sure- 
ly be the one known as the Queen of Pell Street and 
as the widow of Quing Quong, the banker." 

"Can it be possible," suggested Harry, "that the real 
Mrs. Quing Quong is dead and that this woman has been 
set up in her place? Wouldn't that, in a way, account 
for her never being seen?" 

"Sounds reasonable. We will start work on those 
lines." 

The Bradys now returned home, Alice accompanying 
them. 
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"They expected to find Long Dong's trunk at the house 
and in this they were not disappointed, for it had arrived 
some hours before. 

They had the key — it had been taken from the dead 
man's pocket. 

So the trunk was opened and its contents fully exam? 
ined. 

Besides clothing, there was a bag of gold coin, amount- 
ing to over $3,000, a bundle of old letters, all in Chinese, 
and a few odds and ends, which seemed to have been 
intended as presents. 

One was a diamond brooch of considerable value. 

The stones were not of the first water, but Old King 
Brady thought that the brooch might be worth as much 
as $2,000. 

There was nothing discovered in the trunk which would 
seem to throw any light upon the mystery of Mrs. Quing 
Quong, unless, indeed, it was to be found in the letters, 
and this Old King Brady instructed Alice to ascertain. 

There were over a hundred of the letters, and it proved 
a tedious task. 

Alice could not read them all, for in some instances 
the writing was so bad that she could not make out what 
the characters were intended to be. 

But she was able to decipher a good many of them. 
.Those written in China she threw aside. 

There were several from San Francisco, relating to the 
smuggling of Chinamen. 

Others were from various American cities, and these 
mostly concerned the smuggling of opium. 

There was one from New York, dated three months 
before the time of the sailing of the Woolwich Castle 
from Shanghai. 

This was the only one which Alice thought likely to 
help them out. 

She accordingly wrote out a free translation of it, 
which read as follows: 

"To Long Dong: 

" "Honored Friend — I received your letter. I have no 
good news. Your sister, Quing . Quong, now refuses to 
see any one. She prophesies about the races, fan tan 
and lottery tickets more and more. Indeed, she has grown 
so common that everybody goes to her,' but she will ,§ee 
nobody. She talks to them through a hole, and Wing 
Alow manages all her affairs. Friend, I had a dream. I 
dreamed that your sister came to me and said: 'Hing, 
I am dead. The woman you hear of is not me. Tell 
Long Dong that I died of poison and did not reveal where 
he hid the treasure.' Friend, you know I believe not in 
dreams, and will laugh at these words. Still upon me my 
dream has made so strong an impression that I mean to 
investigate. ,If you left money with your sister, I bid you 
beware! I believe your enemies killed her. Will they 
find this hidden money?' If you wish to trust me, you 
can safely. I await your pleasure. 

"Your friend and brother, 

"Hing Wow." 

"This certainly confirms our suspicion, Alice," said Old 
King Brady. "It is very important. Immediate steps 
must be taken to find ( this Hing Wow." 



"I will write out a request for him to call on us about 
Long Dong/'ySaid Alice. "Harry can go down to China- 
town and paste it on the bulletin." 

Now, the bulletin, or Chinese newspaper, as it is some- 
times called, is the dead wall on the corner of Pell and 
Doyers street. 

Here any day one may see hundreds of little slips of . 
red paper, bearing Chinese written characters pasted up. 

They are notices of meetings, items of Chinese news, 
advertisements of those who wish to hire laundrymen, 
and the like. 

Old King Brady usually keeps some of the blank slips 
on hand, and upon one of them Alice wrote in Chinese 
the following: 

"To Hing Wow: Please call at once at No. Union 

Square about Long Dong. Per order of Old King Brady, 
detective." 

"The detective with the big, white hat" was the way 
Alice expressed Old King Brady's name. 

Harry took this paper to Pell street and pasted it up 
before supper. 

"It may bring something!, but I almost doubt it," Old 
King Brady remarked at the supper table. "These Chi- 
nese don't love detectives. However, we shall see." * 

The Bradys stayed home that night and played chess. 

At eleven o'clock they retired. 

Old King Brady sleeps in the back chamber on the sec- 
ond floor and Harry has the room in front. 

Julius sleeps on the top floor, and a more careful man 
about locking up nights it would be hard to find. 

Harry is a sound sleeper, as a rule, while Old King 
Brady is always a light one. 

But on this night Harry suddenly awoke somewhere 
along toward two o'clock. 

He felt singularly oppressed by a strange sense of fear. 

"What in the world is the matter with me?" he asked 
himself. " Have I been having a nightmare or what ?" 

He turned over and, shaking up his pillow, was about to 
go to sleep again, when suddenly he heard a slight sound 
at the door. 

Now the Bradys usually sleep with revolvers within 
reach, for their lives have been threatened many times. 

Harry's was on a table and he raised up and grabbed it. 

It was well that he did so, for at the same instant the 
door opened and a dark figure came gliding into the room. 

There was light enough from the electric lamps in 
Washington Square to show Young King Brady that the 
intruder was a Chinaman. 

■' He carried in one hand an electric flashlight, while in 
the other he held a long knife ! 
It was a desperate moment. 

But Young King Brady preferred capturing the in- 
truder to killing him. 

He blazed away, firings over the fellow's head. 

. "Drop that knife ! Back up against the wall !» he 
shouted, springing out of bed. 

The Chinaman, however, did neither one nor the 
other. 

Instantly backing out through the door, he could b» 
heard running through the hall. 
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Harry dashed after him and fired again as the intruder 
ran downstairs. 



CHAPTER V. 

"is this hing wow?" 

Old King Brady heard the shots and was up and out in 
the hall on the instant. 

The front door stood wide open and Harry was stand- 
ing at the head of the steps in his pajamas. 
\ "'What is it?" shouted the old detective, dashing down- 
\ <, stairs. 

i Harry turned and, coming in, closed the door behind 
\ him. 

"Who fired? Are you hurt?" demanded Old King 
Brady. t ' 

"I fired, and I am not hurt," replied Harry. "It's all 
over now. I'd liked to have caught the Chink, but he was 
too fast for me, and I have no notion of chasing through 
the street in this light and, airy costume." 

"A Chinaman ! Do you mean to say " gasped Old 

King Br sidy. 

"But explain," he added. "I suppose it must be that 
wretch of a steward, Willie Wee Wah, as Captain Schack- 
leton called him." ■• 

"I wish you could have seen him then, so that we might 
decide that point," replied Harry, and he went on to tell 
what had occurred. 

"That is who he was, in all probability," said Old King 
Brady. "'Of course, he was after the jade seal." 

"And where is it?" 

"Locked in the safe in the library." 

"We better have a look." 

And they had it, going so far as to open the safe and, 
to their satisfaction, they found the jade seal intact. 

"I could have wished that you had winged him," said 
Old King Brady. • 

"My second shot was fired with that intention," replied 
Harry; "but, somehow, I managed to make a miss of it." 

"Describe the' man." 

Harry did so. 

"Sounds like the steward," said the old detectiye. "I 
guess he must have lived in New York, in spite of what 
Captain Sehackleton said." 

"Looks sq; otherwise he could hardly have found us 
out." . / ; 

"These Chinamen are pretty smooth articles, Harry; 
but, speaking of finding us out, how did he get in?" 

"The front door stood wide open." 

"Yes; but Julius must surely have locked it. He never 
fails." 

"Perhaps he got in some other way and left the front 
door open so as to secure himself an easy means of re- 
treat. 

"That sounds more like it. Let us investigate." 

The briefest investigation solved the mystery. 
'The Bradys' old-fashioned house has no bars at the 
basement window, as is usually the case with New York 
dwellings. 

Going downstairs, the detectives found that one of the 



big window panes had been skillfully cut out with a dia- 
mond. 

"This explains it," said the old detective. "The fellow 
came, in this way and left the front door open so as to 
secret his retreat. Was he in my room before he tackled 
you, think?" 

That was looked into next. 

But as everything in Old King Brady's room remained 
undisturbed, it was evident that the Chinaman had but 
just begun his work. 

"We must have bars put on those windows at once," 
said Old King Brady. "But now to ring off. You go 
back to bed, Harry, and I'll watch." 

Harry protested, but Old King Brady was determined. 
xThey might as well have both finished out their night's 
sleep, for there was no further alarm. 

And thus the Bradys had something to tell Alice next 
morning. 

"It is as I have often told you," said Alice. "You take 
a sharp Chinaman and there is really no limit to his 
shrewdness. This Willie Wee' Wah is likely to prove 
a dangerous enemy. We want to look out for ourselves 
until this case is closed." 

That morning brought a move which pleased the de- 
tectives. 

For they had scarcely been half an hour in the office 
before a Chinese visitor was announced. 

He proved to be the most up-to-date, specimen of his 
race the Bradys had seen in some time. 

His clothes were the newest thing, his trousers care- 
fully pressed. 

A diamond glittered in his four-in-hand tie and an- 
other in a ring. 

And his name was Hing Wow! 

But nobby as the fellow appeared, his English was 
poor, and Alice was called in. 

The conversation, as she translated it^ran thus : ' ^ 

"You advertised for me and here I am," the Chinaman 
began. "What about my friend Long Dong?" 

"He is dead," replied Alice. 

Hing Wow was visibly affected. 

He wanted to know all about it, and Alice told him. 

"And as he was dying he sent for us," she added. 

"Yes ; he thought a great deal of Old King Brady," re- 
plied Hing Wow. 

"He ought to. Old King Brady was a good friend to 
him." 

"I know it. I know all about it. He told me before 
he left New York. What did he want?" 

Alice handed the man the letter. 

"Yes, I wrote that," said Hing Wow. 

"What he wanted was for us to get the money he hid 
and send it to a certain person in China," continued Alice. 
"It is a woman. We found instructions in his trunk." 

"His wife?" 

"Mrs. Mong Fee is the name." 
"She is his wife." 

"Now about this sister of his. I cannot; tell you exact- 
ly what Long Dong said to me before his death; but we 
were instructed to go to his sister. She was to tell u» 
where the money was hidden." 

"Did you go?" 
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"Yes." 

"Did you see her?" 
"No; I talked, with her through a hole in the wall." 
"You mean the woman who calls herself Mrs. Quing 
Quong, the Queen of Pell Street?" 
"Yes." 

"It is the only way any one is ever able to talk with 
her. Can you read Chinese as well as speak it?" • 
"Yes." 

"You read my letter?" 
"I did." 

"Then you know what I think. I don't believe this 
Queen of Pell Street is really Long Dong's sister. Mrs. 
Quing Quong was a wonderful wise woman. I believe 
that she is either dead or these people have her locked in 
somewhere. They pay high for these tips on the races. 
The Queen of Pell Street makes a great deal of money 
that way." 

"Do her tips always come true?" 

Hing Wow shrugged his shoulders. 

? Sometimes they do, and sometimes they don't," he re- 
plied. "I used to go to her, but I don't now. Let others 
pay their money. I know a better way." 

And whatever way his was, he certainly looked as if 
it brought him profit. 

"We want to get at the truth of this matter," said 
Alice. "Did you ever do anything about it?" 

"No," was the reply. "I never got any answer to that 
letter." 

"You still believe in your dream, however?" 
"Yes, I do." . 

AH this Alice translated as she went along. 

"Wait a minute," she now said in English and rose 
abruptly, motioning to Old King Brady, who at once fol- 
lowed her out of the office. 

At the same time Harry got a secret sign not to, let 
the Chinaman leave until they returned. 

"What do you think of it all, Mr. Brady?" asked Alice, 
when she had the old detective alone in her private office. 

"What do you mean? Do you imagine that the fellow 
may not be Hing Wow?" was asked. 

"I don't know. I don't like him." 

"He is clearly a pretty slick proposition, Alice, but then 
we must remember that Long Dong himself was just the 
same sort, and that is the way he made his money." 

"I know; but just the- same I feel afraid of this man 
and I can't exactly tell you why. I don't believe he is 
Hing Wow." 

*We have no possible way of proving it, unless I ask 
him for his certificate." 

"That is just why I called you out. Do it." 
"Very well." 

They returned to the other room, where Harry was 
jollying the Chink to keep him in good humor. 

"Look here," said Old King Brady. "Before we go 
any further in this matter we must be sure who we are 
dealing with. Let me see your certificate." 

Now, perhaps it may not be generally known that 
under the present laws each ChiDaman in the United 
States is obliged to take out a certificate, which carries a 
full description of the possessor, together with his pho- 
tograph in miniature in one corner. 



m 

This Chinaman looked steadily at Old King Brady and., 
for the moment did not reply. 

"Did you understand me?" demanded the old detec- 
tive. 

"Yair. Me lunderstan'. Me tellee Mees Lady." 

"Very well. Tell her, then." : 

"Tell him that I have not my certificate with me," said 
the man, in Chinese. "If you will come to Pell street 
this afternoon I will show it to you. I will also show 
you where the Queen hides, so that you can. get at her. I 
think you should arrest her. Then you will know the 
truth." 

Alice translated. 

"Get the number. Tell him we will come," said Old 
King Brady. 

More Chinese talk followed. 

"He says," continued Alice, "that Long Dong must 
have left some token to indicate where he buried or hid- 
the money. He thinks if he could search Long Dong's 
trunk he could find something of the sort. He says if we ' 
have already found anything of the kind that we ought 
to tell him and to let him see it, as he was Long Dong's 
best friend and might be able to understand its mean- 
ing where we would not." 

"Oh, he says all that, does he?" replied Old King. 
Br^ly. "Well, you tell him that when we see his certifi- 
cate we will take all this into consideration. Make him 
understand that all we want is to carry out the wishes 
of his friend Long Dong." 

Alice translated. 

Hing Wow merely said: " 

"Belly well," and then added in English: 

"You givee my fiend Long Dong Chinee fun'l? Yair? 

You letee me boss job?" 
"Sure," replied the old detective. "Only too happy. 

Tell him, Alice." 
Alice translated. 

"Allee light. Good morning !" saial the Chink. 
And, rising, he put on his hat and walked out of the 
office. 

The Bradys sat looking at each other for a moment in 
silence. * 

"Well, and what do you think of my suspicions now?" 
deinanded Alice, after a minute. 

"Fully justified," replied Old King Brady. 

"The fellow is surely a fakir," added Harry. "Do we 
go, Governor?" 

"Oh, yes; I think so," replied Old King Brady. "We 
will take no risks. I want to see the end of this. But 
we will not go before the end of the day. If he is a fake, 
Hing Wow the genuine may show up in the meantime." 

"That is what I told him," said Alice. "I said we 
would' be there about five o'clock." 

The day passed and no other Chinaman called. 

Toward five o'clock the whole firm again started for 
Chinatown. 

rThe number on Pell street given proved to be a few 
The number on Pell street given proved to be next door 
td the Quing Quong bank. 
This of itself was suspicious. 

The business carried on in the store was that of a Chi- 
nese grocery. 
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Old King Brady did not bring the jade seal with him. 

He was taking no chances of losing this object, which 
appeared to be the key to the whole situation. 

If Hing Wow produced his certificate it was the old de- 
tective's intention, to- go no further, but to take the man 
to his house and show him the seal. 

Alice tackled the man behind the counter, asking for 
Hing Wow. 

"Yes, he lives here," replied the man, in Chinese; "but 
he is not here now. Step into my back room and I will 
send for him." 

He came out from behind the counter and, opening a 
door, ushered the detectives into, a room, comfortably 
furnished in the Chinese style. 

Here he placed chairs and, explaining to Alice that 
they would have to wait perhaps as long as fifteen or 
twenty minutes, retired. 

But the wait was even longer than that. 

Half an hour passed, and still there was no sign of 
Hing Wow. 

The detectives naturally grew tired of waiting. 
"Go back into the shop, Alice, and ask that man if he 
can't hurry matters up," said the old detective. 
Alice arose and went to the door. 
It was locked. 

"What's this?" cried Old King, Brady. "Are thej 
holding us prisoners here, then!" 1 

He sprang up and tried the door at the other end of 
the room. 

This was also locked. 

"This won't do!" cried the old detective. 

He strode toward the front, and as he did so a key 
was heard entering the lock of the back door. 



CHAPTER VI. 

THE SECRET OF THE SEAL. 

Old King Brady turned, prepared for trouble. 

But it was only the man who had called himself Hing 
Wow who entered. 

" "So you have comer" he said to Alice, in Chinese. "I 
am sorry to have kept you waiting; but I am here now." 

Alice rapidly translated. 

Hing Wow stood with his back to the door. 

The Bradys, fully on the alert for trouble, let Alice con- 
tinue her work. 

"Tell Mr. Brady that I have seen Mrs.' Quing Quong," 
continued the man. "Tell him that I am now satisfied 
that my dream was false and that she is really Long 
Dong's sister. Tell him that she will be here in a minute 
and will talk to you. This is a great compliment. The 
Queen of Pell Street never shows herself to any one, as 
you know. It is only on account of bfer desire to carry 
out her brother's last wishes that she does so now." 

Alice translated. 

"Tell him that we can do no business until he produces 
his certificate." 

He was certain that the man understood what he said. 
But the certificate was not forthcoming. 



Hing Wow declared that he kept it in a certain box 
and that when he went to look for it, to his surprise, he 
found it missing. He could not account for this. He' felt 
very badly about it. To-morrow he would take Old King 
Brady before the commissioner, who would testify that 
he was Hing Wow. 

"Very well," said the old detective. "Tell him, then, 
that we will wait till to-morrow, and in the meantime I 
want him to instantly unlock this door." 

There was a decidedly ugly look on the Chinaman's face 
when this was said, which only went to confirm Oid King 
Brady's suspicion that he understood every word that was 
said. 

He spoke rapidly in answer. 

Alice, translating, said: » 

"He says that the door was locked because he is bring- 
ing the Queen into thfs room and that he is about to 
call her in now." 

"Very well," said Old King Brady. "Let her come." 

Hing Wow opened the back door and called out some- 
thing in Chinese. 1 

And then a woman entered. 

She was a small person, dressed in a sort of semi-Chi- 
nese cogtume. 

Her features were peculiar, but to the Bradys she 
looked more like a halfbreed than a fullfledged China- 
woman. 

But one thing struck all of them at once. 

The woman had full-sized feet. 

This marked her as belonging to the working class. 

With her feet left in their natural condition, she could 
not belong to the Chinese aristocracy, as Old King Brady 
had always understood was the case with the Queen of 
Pell Street. 

Advancing a little way into the room, the woman stood 
beside Hing Wow. 

The talk Alice had with her ran as follows: 

"I want to know about my brother. Has he been buried 
yet?" she began. 

The' voice was certainly the same which had spoken 
through the hole in the wall. 

"No," replied Alice. "He has not been buried yet. 
Have you changed your mind? Do you want to take 
charge of the remains?" 

"I do." 

"You are ready to tell where your brother hid his 
money and to let us get it and so carry out his last 
wishes?" 

"Yes; I am if you will give me the token." 

"We cannot give you the token until we know that you 
are actually Long Dong's sister; but we will show it to 
Hing Wow just as soon as he shows us his certificate." 

"He will do that to-morrow. I want to see the token 
now. • Then we can go ahead and do business." 

"No; it must be just as Old King Brady says; he will 
have it no other way." . 

As Alice said this the woman looked at Hing Wow. 

Instantly both turned and left the room. 

"What does she say?" cried Old King Brady. "Are 
they coming back again, or what?" 

But before Alice could answer the door" flew open and 
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four Chinks, each wearing a hideous pasteboard mask, 
burst into the room. 

Trouble was in the wind. 

The Bradys and Alice acted promptly. 

All three drew revolvers. 

Old King Brady and Harry sent shots flying over the 
head3 of the masks. 

Such vigorous action seemed not to have been antici- 
pated. 

The Chinks turned and fled. 

Old King Brady's temper, decidedly peppery at times, 
was now thoroughly aroused. 

"After them!" he shouted. "Some one shall sweat 
for this fool business !" 

' They rushed through a rear room and out into the yard. 

Here, on the other side o'f a fence, the low roof of a 
small building was seen rising above the boardline, with 
Chinese signs on the fence. :!l 

It was a veritable hidden hut here in the heart of Chi- 
natown. 

Hing Wow had vanished. 

A Chinaman leaned out of an upper window of the Pell 
street house. 

The masks were running toward the fence, near which 
the supposed Queen of Pell Street stood. 

Just then a loud cry rang out. 

It was the Chink at the window who gave the alarm. 

Old King Brady fired into the air, and as he did so the 
woman flung open a door. 

The masks made a rush for the hidden hut. 

Alice followed Harry into^the yard. 

The Chinamen were through the door in a jiffy, the 
woman following. 

Instantly the door was slammed. 

Without actually shooting one of this singular bunch 
the Bradys could do nothing to stop their retreat. 

Old King Brady rushed to the fence and began kicking 
on the door, which resisted his efforts. 

Meanwhile the man at the window continued to shout. 

Other windows were flung up and heads were'*' thrust 
out. 

"Come, come, Governor!" cried Harry. "With Alice 
on our hands, this won't do. We want to get out of here 
as quick as we can or we shall have all Chinatown to 
fight." 

This brought Old King Brady to his senses. 

"You are right, Harry," he said. "I am going too far. 
Let us retreat and take up the ball again." 

They moved none too soon, either, for before they were 
fairly back into the house half a dozen Chinaman came 
tumbling out of the side door of an extension to the next 
house. 

The Bradys hurried Alice through to the room in which 
the interview had taken place. 

Harry was in the lead and, trying the door, he found 
it unfastened. 

They passed into the grocery. 

The man who had first received them stood there alone 
behind the counter. 

His face' was as blank as a block of wood. 

Old King Brady would have questioned him, but again 
Harry interfered. 



"Come, come, Governor!" he cried. "We want to get 
Alice out of here." 

The next moment they were on Pell street and out of 
danger. i 

Here no one would have known that there had been 
any excitement in the rear. 

The Chinese never air their affairs in public, unless 
absolutely forced to do so. 

The Bradys walked through the Chatham Square and 
there stopped to review the situation. » 

"We got out of that lucky!" exclaimed Harry. . 

"It. is the worst ever," growled the .old detective. "The 
idea of putting us up against those ridiculous masks t 
There is no end to the fool things these Chinks will do." 

"If we hadn't showed fight it might not have proved 
such a fool thing, then," said Harry. "Alice should not 
have come." 

"And what would you have done without me, sir?" de- 
manded Alice. "You make a regular baby of me, Harry. 
1 am only sorry now that I did not insist upon exploring 
that hidden hut." 

"I shall take care of you until the last gun fires, Alice," 
he said. 

And Young King Brady is always looking out foi 
Alice's safety. ' 

For, truth told, Harry is deeply in love with his accom- 
plished partner and hopes some day to claim her for his 
wife. 

But this was no time for lovemaking, and Old King 
Brady cut it short. 

"Look here !" he said. "Does it occur to either of you 
that your trip to the Queen yesterday was made via the 
hidden hut?" 

"I am sure of it," said Alice. 

"And I agree," added Harry. "I am inclined to think 
that we should have found our trap door if we had gone 
into the hut. Do we get the police and pull the place, 
Governor?" 

"I have been thinking," replied Old King Brady. "Of 
course, we know now that our Hing Wow is a fake. Sup- 
pose we wait another day? I am curious to see what the 
next move of these people will be. Alice, you consider 
the woman we saw the same person you talked to through 
the hole in the wall?" 

"The voice was the same," replied Alice. 

"Not a doubt of it," added' Harry. ' 

"Then I believe in that letter. That woman had large 
feet. She is not the genuine Queen of Pell Street. I 
once talked with a detective, dead now these six months, 
who claimed to have seen her and I believed him. He 
told me positively that she had small feet. But, come, 
let us go back to the office and see if there were any im- 
portant letters in the last mail. Then we will call it a 
day and -go home." 

And thus ended the Bradys' second- trip to Chinatown 
in the Long Dong case. 

It began to look as if they had a very difficult under- 
taking on their hands. 

There was nothing of importance at the office, and the 
night passed without another alarm. 

But next morning the Chinese business cropped up 
again just as soon as they got to the office. 
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For here they found a small, insignificant specimen of 
the genus Cliink awaiting them. 

He was a young man and evidently only a halfbrTSBti. 

His English was as perfect as could he asked for. 

"Mr. Brady," he began, "my name is Hing Wow. You 
advertised for me on the Chinese bulletin. You wanted 
to see me about my friend Long Dong?" 

"That's right," replied Old King Brady. "Come into 
my private office, young man, and we will talk it over." 

Alice and Harry followed them in, curious over this 
» new turn of affairs. 

"Now, first of all, young man, have you your certifi- 
cate?" demanded Old King Brady. "We must know that 
you are actually Hing Wow before we say a word." 

The Chinaman promptly produced the certificate. 

It bore an accurate description of himself and the pho- 
tograph attached was an unmistable likeness. 

"This goes," said Old King Brady. "But I want one 
other proof. While Long Dong was in Shanghai you 
wrote him a letter. Now, in a general way, what did you 
say in it?" 

Hing Wow repeated the substance of the letter accu- 
rately. 

This settled it. 

The ground was gone over again. 

Hing Wow was very much affected when he heard of 
Long Dong's death. 

"I have plenty of money," he said. "I will bury him 
in our Chinese way at my own expense." 

"You don't have to, although you may take charge of 
everything!," replied Old King Brady. "Long Dong left 
money enough to bury him many times over." 

Then eame the talk of the hidden money. 

Hing Wow spoke of his dream. 

"I never got an answer to my letter," he said. "But I 
went ahead and looked the matter up. I knew Mrs. Quing 
Quong well. I have not been allowed to see this so-called 
Queen of Pell Street, but I have talked with her through 
the hole in the wall, just as this lady did. I am sure she 
is not the. same person." 

"There is one sure test," said Old King Brady. "Was 
Mrs. Quing Quong a small or a large footed woman?" 

"Small," replied Hing Wow, promptly. 

"Then this woman is a fake, for she has large feet,^ 
said Old King Brady. 

He then went on to tell about their adventure of the 
previous night and wound up by telling of the jade seal. 

"Can I see that seal?" demanded Hing Wow. "I have 
made a study of old Chinese literature. There are many 
characters in our old language which Miss Montgomery 
could not know unless she had done the same." 

"Which I haven't," spoke up Alice. "I know nothing 
of old Chinese." 

"Perhaps I can read the characters on the seal," replied 
the Chinaman. 

Old King Brady at once -ordered Harry to go to the 
house and get the seal. 

"Do you know anything about that hidden hut?" Old 
King Brady then asked. 

"I have seen it," was the reply. "Quing Quong, the 
banker, built "it for his wife's private chamber. You must 
know that these small-footed women are not to be seen 



by the average Chinaman. Long Dong knew all about 
this hidden hut, as you call it. His sister lived there. It 
would not surprise me at all if it was there that she and 
he hid the money. But wait until I can see the seal." 

Harry was not long gone, and the seal was placed in 
Hing Wow's hands. 

"This thing is not old," he promptly said, "but the 
characters are. I have no doubt Long Dong had them 
cut on the jade himself." 

"And what do they say ?» demanded Alice. 

" 'Open -me and read,' promptly replied Hing Wow. 

"Ha !" said Old King Brady. "We might have guessed 
it. "That groove in the seal means that it is in two 
parts." 

Hing Wow was fussing over the seal. 
The next the Bradys knew he had separated it into two 
pieces. 

A slip of red paper, carefully folded up, lay within. 
The halfbreed had solved the secret of the jade seal. 



CHAPTER VII. 

THE BKADT8 IN THE ENEMY'S CAME^ 

And now came the question what the paper said.. 

But here disappointment came again. 

The red slip, being unfolded, proved to be like a laun- 
dry ticket, torn off from something else. 

There was one row of characters on it and half a sec- 
ond row. 

Hing Wow promptly announced its character. 
Alice confirmed what he said. 

Neither of them could make anything out of the paper 
as it stood, except that it bore one complete character, 
which signified "little house." 

Did this refer to the hidden hut? 

Old King Brady was inclined to think so. 

Hing Wow was of the same opinion. 

"It looks to me," said Old King Brady, "as if the 
Queen of Pell Street, as we must continue to call her, 
probably has the other half of that paper. If the real 
Mrs. Quing Quong is dead, then the paper may have been 
found among her effects. We want that, and she nat- 
urally wants this, so there you are." 

Hing Wow agreed with him. 

"It is of no use to go there with the police," he 
said. 

"There are secret passages opening from under the hut, 
I am certain. You are right when you say that the trap 
door through which visitors are taken down to see the 
Queen probably opens out of the hut. If you start your 
police at work the chances are that the whole bunch will 
pull out and go in hiding somewhere else." 

"And what would you suggest?" questioned Old King 
Brady. 

"Give me a day or so to work in," replied Hing Wow. 
"If we could only capture this Wing Chow and hold him 
a prisener we might do something. But I suppose you 
would not stand for anything like that?" 
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"Meaning that we arrest him?" demanded Old King 
Brady. 

"Not arrest him, but lock him up somewhere privately 
until we get him so scared that he is ready to help us 
out." 

"I am afraid it would not work, but I am willing to 
try that or any other plan if I can see anything in it. 
Do you know the man?" 

"Yes. He used to be clerk for Quing Quong. When 
the banker died he took charge of the business for the 
widow and he has been runnin'g it ever since." 

"Well, go ahead and see what you can do," said Old 
King Brady; ^but keep a sharp lookout for the steward 
of the Woolwich Castle. In some way, he must have got 
an inkling of this secret, even before he played the spy 
upon Long Dong and Miss Montgomery. I regard him 
as a very dangerous~man." 

And so the interview ended and the Bradys waited that 
day and the next. 

Naturally, they hoped, to hear from Hing Wow, but 
the day passed and he did not put in an appearance. 

He had given an address on Mott street, and that even- 
ing the Bradys started out to look him up. 

This time they went at it in a different fashion. 

Both Harry and Alice disguised" as Chinamen, as they 
often do. • » 

Old King Brady went alone in the guise of one of the 
many opium wrecks who float about Chinatown at night. 

It had been arranged that Harry and Alice should call 
at the Mott street address first and then report to Old 
King Brady at Quong Lee's. 

On these expeditions Harry always poses as a deaf 
and dumb man, this being the only way he can get around 
his lack of knowledge of the Chinese language. 

The number on Mott street proved to be one of the 
more modern tenements. 

Harry and Alice toiled up the stairs to the top floor, 
where Hing Wow boarded with a Chinese family. 

But they only had their labor for their pains, for the 
Chinaman who opened the door for them reported that 
Hing Wow went out right after breakfast that morning 
and had not been seen since. 

Harry and Alice now went around to Quong Lee's and 
reported to Old King Brady. 

"It is certainly disappointing, but it don't argue any- 
thing against the man's sincerity," said the old detec- 
tive. "Do you know what I have been thinking of?" 

Naturally they wanted to know, and Harry said so. 

"I've been doing a little prowling about since we part- 
ed," continued the old detective. "I find that there are 
two rooms to let on the top floor of the building in which 
the Quing Quong bank is located. Suppose you see if 
you can't hire them ? They may even be furnished, for all 
I know. I noticed a fire escape on the back of that build- 
ing. I could drop in on you and some time during the 
night we could easily get down into the yard where the 
hidden hut is." 

"Rather a bold move with Alice in it, is it not?" said 
Harry. 

"Nothing of the sort," put in Alice. "If Mr. Brady 
wants us to go I am ready. Disguised as I am, I am 
perfectly willing to take the risk." ' 



"I leave it to Alice," added the old detective. "If you 
can get the rooms and will let me know I can soon join 
you. —With both of us on hand to protect Alice, I don't 
consider the risk so great." 

"We will go and see about hiring the room at once," 
said Alice, and they left the dive. 

The Chinese tenements on Mott and Pell street are 
usually leaded to one Chinaman, who sublets to his own 
countrymen. 

"When Alice and Harry got to the bank they found a 
bill on the side door, printed in English, reading: 

«Rooms to Let." 

Below these printed words were a few Chinese char- 
acters. 

"I wonder how Old King Brady knew that these rooms 
were located on the top floor?" questioned Alice. 
"Is that what the Chinese writing says?" asked Harry. 
"Yes." , :<,■;. 

"I am sure I don't know. The Governor has ways of 
his own of getting at these things." 

"He almost always manages to get there, somehow." 

"He certainly does. But we must not be caught talk- 
ing. Where are we to apply?" 

"In the bank. Come on !" 

They ascended two steps and entered the Quing Quong 
bank. 

A solitary Chink sat behind the counter. 

The old fellow whom Old King Brady had seen work- 
ing the abacus was not in evidence now. 

Nor was the man Wing Chovy, with whom Harry and 
Alice had dealt before. 

The Chinaman arose and came forward. 

Alice began her Chinese talk. 

It seemed to work all right. 

After, a little the man went into the back room, leav- 
ing- the door open behind him. 

They could hear him talking to some one, and it was a 
woman's voice which replied. 

Both Harry and Alice reeognized the voice of the Queen 
of Pell Street. 

Here was a discovery. 

The Queen came out of her seclusion at times, it would 
seem. 

Presently the Chink returned, carrying a bunch of 
keys. 

He said something to Alice, who began to talk with 
her fingeTS to Harry. 

"We have to wait a minute uutil some one comes to 
relieve him," she said. 

And then she added: 

"Don't you notice anything?" 

"What?" asked Harry. 

"Can't tell frow. We go ahead," was the reply. 

Harry thought that what she meant was, did he not 
notice that this was a different man. 

Now, Alice and Harry have thus played the part of 
Chinaman so many times that they have little fear of de- 
tection. 

And certainly this man could not have suspected them. 
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/ But Harry had his eyes opened a few minutes later, for 
the door opened and in walked the bogus Wing Wow. 

"Take these men upstairs to the vacant rooms," the 
man behind the counter said in Chinese. ' 

He gave the fellow the keys and, Harry and Alice fol- 
lowing him outside, thoy ascended to the rooms. 

They proved to be furnished, as indeed Alice had al- 
ready learned. 

She soon struck a bargain, and paying the man a week's 
rent in advance they were left to themselves. 

Alice hastened to lock the door. 

"Now, then, did you notice anything?" demanded 
Harry. 

"More than you did, sir; I am sure of that." 
"The man who has just left us is the bogus Hing 
Wow." 

"Certainly. But Ihe other?" 
"Well?" 

"You did not recognize him, then?" 

"I must confess that I did not." 

"Do you think he looks anything like your burglar?" 

"Well, I wouldn't want to say. You see, Ionly saw the 
fellow in the dark, and I must confess that, likej all coons, 
all Chinks- look much alike to me." 

"Will you never brighten up and learn to the contrary, 
Harry? There is as much individuality among China- 
men as there is among white people." 

"Oh, I daresay; but, as it happens, I can't see it. But 
I suspect what you are driving at. Is he the spy ?" 

"He certainly is. If I know anything that man is 
the missing steward of the Woolwich Castle, William Wee 
Wah." 

"Then what has become of Wing Chow?" 
"Don't ask me, Harry; I'll never tell you." 
"Singular." 

"Very. It looks as though this pair of scoundrels had 
taken possession of the whole Quing Quong outfit — bank, 
queen and all." I 

, "Well, as long as they did not suspect us it is all right." 

"I don't think they did. I watched them both closely. 
There wasn't a word dropped to lead me to believe it." 

"All right, then. The Governor must be promptly no- 
tified. But let us have a look at that fire escape first." 

Harry looked out of the window. 

The fire escape led down to the roof of the extension^ 
which concealed the hidden hut. 

From the extension to the courtyard there was another 
fire escape. 

"No trouble in getting down there," Young King 
Brady remarked. "If we can do it without attracting at- 
tention. Did he make any objection to renting the 
rooms ?" 

"At first he said he did not know anything about it, 
but would inquire. He went inside then, and I suppose 
you heard the woman talking^?" 

"Yes. She was certainly the Queen." 

"No doubt about it. I recognized her voice distinctly. 
But one of us better hurry and tell Mr. B." 

"You go, Alice. I don't like to leave you alone here." 

So Alice hurried away, soon returning,. 

"He will be right around," she said. "Anything doing 
here?" 



"No; no one came. I saw three men go through the 
courtyardj blindfolded, however." 

"You did? The Queen seems to have got down to busi- 
ness. Who was leading them?" 

"The man who brought us up here." 

"Wing Chow and the rest seem to be out of it." 

"For the present, anyway." 

"Footsteps were soon heard on the stairs. 

The newcomer proved to be Old King Brady. 

"It has just come around nicely," he said, as he closed 
the door behind him. "I don't think any one saw me 
come in here, and I didn't meet a soul on the stairs." 

"I begin to have more confidence in your scheme, Gov- 
ernor," said Harry.. "Everything seems to be working 
around our way. Alice told yo» about those two men, I 
suppose?" 

"Yes. The Queen seems to have got new court attend- 
ants. I am wondering what has become of Wing Chow." 

"And those two old men," said Alice. "I don't under- 
stand it." 

"Oh, I suppose they may have only been hired by her," 
said the old detective. "She may have given them the 
bounce. But we must take it as it comes." 

They so placed themselves that they could watch the 
courtyard. 

After a little the bogus Hing Wow came into view, 
leading three blindfolded Chinks, who held on to each 
other as Alice and Harry had done at the time of their 
visit to the Queen of Pell Street. 

A little later the same individual took one man in the 
other direction after the others came out. 

They seemed to go in and out through the side door of 
the extension. 

From the window no part of the 'hidden hut was visi- 
ble. 

It seemed certain, however, that this is where they 
went. * 

And this seemed to be the last of the Queen's custom- 
ers for the night, for after the man was led out no one 
else went in. 

The Bradys continued their watch until after mid- 
night. 

Chinatown now began to quiet down. 

"We don't make a move before two o'clock," Old King 
Brady announced. 

"And in the meantime," he added, "let us try to get a 
little sleep." 



CHAPTER VIII. 

STARTLING DISCOVERIES. 

Old King Brady said sleep, but he had no idea of tak- 
ing a nap himself. 

He was only thinking of Harry and Alice. 

The old detective himself is a perfect owl and will go 
wi thout sleep for days together. » 

So Alice retired to the other room and Harry went 
to sleep on the lounge, while Old King Brady himself 
sat smoking by the open window, where, partially con- 
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cealed behind a red curtain, he could watch the courtyard. 
He wished much that he could overlook the entrance 
to the hidden hut, but that was not visible from the 
window. 

Along about half-past one the old detective woke Harry. 
"I think we may as well get busy now," he said. 
Harry was broad awake on the instant. 
"Very well," he replied, "but what about Alice? Have 
you called her?" 

"No; she is still asleep." 

"What if we leave her alone? I don't like the idea of 
her poking about down there." 

"I don't see any necessity for it, either ; but she will 
be mad enough if we let her sleep till morning." 

"Let her get over it, Then. These Chinese cases are too 
dangerous. I wish she might never have to do with 
another one. Why, just think! We are up against that 
wretch who would have killed us last night, to say nothing 
■of the bogus Hing Wow." 

"All right. We will let her alone. I will bolt both 
doors. The chance of any one getting in. by way of the 
windows is rather remote." 

But this suggestion started Harry going again. 

"I don't know that it is so remote, then," he said. "By 
, jove ! Governor, I don't relish the idea of leaving her 
alone." 

"We have to do one thing or the other; but, come, if 
you say so I'll chance it alone." 
But Harry balked at this also. 

"I can't think of it. I am the one to go, of course," 
he said. 

"Pshaw, Harry ! Wherein are you any better fitted for 
the job than I am? If you" are captured all you can do is 
to play the dummy. . Very unsatisfactory." 

"We will both go and leave Alice behind," said Harry, 
after a moment's reflection. "I guess it will be safe 
enough; but, suppose, as a matter of precaution, I go 
down into the yard first alonfc? If anybody should hap- 
pen to be on the watch, you woiild attract a whole lot of 
attention." 

This was agreed to. 

Harry was gone only about five minutes, and then he 
came crawling back through the window. 

"The coast seems to be clear," he remarked. "I could 
not see a soul." . . 

"Did you see any way of opening that door^in the 
fence?" ' 

"No. But I did not particularly look. What I want- 
ed most to see was if anybody was watching out of the 
windows." 

"Come on. We'll try it for better or for worse." 

They climbed down on the extension roof. 

It was of no use to shut the window, for they had no 
means of fastening it on the outside. 

Descending into the yard, Old King Brady examined 
the fence in front of the hidden hut." 

There was nothing to indicate that there was any door 
here. 

But the qld detective is thorough in his methods, and 
he soon found a way of opening up the concealed door. 

Putting his finger through a knot hole, he discovered a 
spring latch behind it. 



Working this, he was able to pull forward three boards, 
which swung outward on hinges. 

And this door opened directly into the hidden hut. 

The Bradys stood motionless for several minutes, peer- 
ing in. 

They could not hear a sound. 

At last Old King Brady suddenly sprang his flash- 
light. ' 

It was the critical moment, but it worked all right, for 
the hidden hut was untenanted. 

A few chairs stood around, and there were Chinese 
scrolls hanging on the walls. 

In the middle of the floor they could see a trap door, 
with a big iron ring attached. 

"Not much attempt at secrecy here," breathed Old 
King Brady. 

"Not at all, apparently." 

"I suppose we may as well bust ahead?" 

"I am ready. Let me go first." 

For once Old King Brady yielded. 

It was better that it should be so, on account of Harry's 
Chinese dress. 

The trap door was raised and the stairs revealed. 

Old King Brady flashed his light down. 

The stairs ended in a boarded-up passage." 

"Go ahead, Harry !" whispered the old detective. "Slow 
and easy now !" 

They descended into the passage and followed it to the 
end. 

" We are now under some Mott street house sure," whis- 
peied Old King Brady. "But here we have three doors 
to tackle." 

"Question is, ought we to attempt to go any further 
to-night?" breathed Harry. "We know how to get into 
the place now and we can pilot the police." 

"Let us listen," was the reply. 

Each took a door and for some minutes they stood with 
their ears pressed against the keyholes. 

Harry could hear some one snoring. Old King Brady 
could not catch a sound. -/ ' 

He stepped to the other door and tried it then, Harry 
watching him. 

"Well, how did you make it?" •was asked, when he 
pulled away. 

"I can hear nothing in the first room," breathed the 
old detective. "In this second room I get a moaning 
sound ; seems to be a,woman. Listen for yourself." 

"It certainly is a woman," remarked Harry when he 
pulled away. 

"Seems to be," said the old detective; "but; it won't do 
for us to go butting in too heavy. What do you think ?" 

"I'm sure I don't know, Governor." 

"Suppose you try your skeleton keys on the door I lis- 
tened at first?" 

"All right. I'm willing." 

Harry got to work with all possible caution. 

In a minute a faint click was heard and he very cau- 
tiously opened the door. 

From time to time the Bradys t had used their flash- 
lights, but now they stood in the dark. 

There was not a sound. A rush of damp, foul air as- 
sailed them. 
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This seemed to indicate that behind the door was a 
passage leading on still further. 

Suddenly Old King Brady flashed his light. 

It proved to be as he had suspected. 

The passage continued, and right ahead took a turn. 

"Come on, boy!" whispered the old detective. "We 
will see this thing through if it takes a leg." 

They slipped in, closing the door behind them. 

Both got busy with their flashlights now. 

The passage went around on a sharp curve and then 
struck off on an angle in the direction of Chatham Square. 

"Well, this is truly amazing!" breathed Old King 
Brady. "There seems to be no end to these secret pas- 
sages." 

"How in the world do they build them?" queried Harry. 

" What they do with the earth is the point which puz- 
zles me most," replied Old King Brady. "But let us 
continue our explorations while we've so good a chance." 

The passage extended for a considerable distance, and 
here again were three doors. 

All were locked' and, listening, the detectives decided 
that behind two people were sleeping. 

Behind the middle door there was no sound to be 
heard. 

"Shall we tackle this door?" questioned Harry. 

"Really, I don't know what to say," was the answer. 
"This thing seems endless. I don't like the idea of leav- 
ing Alice so long. I think we ought to get back." 

"And I agree with you. We can raid the plate in the 
morning." 

"It is what we will have to do. I don't see that we 
can do much without the police, for we are liable to stir 
up a wasps' nest at any moment. Come !" 

They accordingly started on their return. 

Getting back into the first passage, they now heard 
some one crying behind the door where they had heard 
the moans. 

It was evidently a woman. „ 

She appeared to be in the deepest distress. 

The Bradys were puzzled. 

What to do they did not know. 

"If we butt in here it may mean all kinds of delay," 
breathed Old King Bradv. "Just the same, I would like 
to do it." 

"I am thinking of the danger of leaving Alice alone," 
replied Harry. 

"Wait!" said the old detective. "I will sneak back 
. into the room and see if Alice is all right. Meanwhile 
you listen here and see what turns up. I won't be gone 
long." 

He started then and Harry continued to listen. 

The old detective got out of the hidden hut and climbed 
the fire escape to the roof of the extension. 

Suddenly a window was raised on the floor over the 
bank and a Chinaman peered out. 

It was only for an instant, but in that instant he saw 
' Old King Brady. 

Then he drew back, closed the window and disappeared. 

The old detective got no good view of his face. 

It was impossible for him to determine whether he had 
ever seen him before or not. 



"Botheration! I wish this hadn't happened," he said 
to himself. "It's a bad job." \ * ^ r 

He watched for a few minutes. 

The' room was dark, and he could not determine 
whether he was being watched or not* 

There was no help for it, of course, so Old King Brady 
climbed up to his own window and crawled into the back 
room. 

Nothing had been disturbed, apparently. 

He listened at the door of the dark room adjoining, ' 
where he could hear Alice's regular breathing. 

Opening the door then, he peered in. 

Alice, in her disguise, lay on the bed, facing outward 
and sound asleep. • 

In some way the wig which she wore, with its braided- 
up pigtail, had become dislodged and. had fallen on the J 
floor, and Alice's own hair was thus revealed. 

"I have seldom seen her sleep sounder," thought Old 
King Brady. "Well, she is safe, anyway. I'll hurry back 
to Harry and finish up there." 

He climbed down upon the extension roof and soon 
gained the courtyard. 

Here, for a moment, he stopped to look back ; but noth- 
ing further was seen of the man. 

Old King Brady now made a dive into the hidden hut 
and hurried down into the secret passage. 

Here he found Harry standing where he had left him 
and laboring under considerable excitement. 

"There is certainly a woman in terrible suffering inside 
there," he said. i"Did you find Alice all right?" 

"Right as the mail and sleeping as peacefully as a 
child," was the reply. 

"Good! But I am almost sorry now we did not let 
her come, for her services may be needed here. Shall we 
butt in?" 

"Yes^ I think we will risk it. What do you say?" 
"I say yes. I'll try my keys." 

Harry then worked his skeletons, and soon had the 
door ope^n. 

A startling sight met the gaze of the Bradys. 

It was the room vrith the hole in the wall they were 
looking into. Harry recognized it at once. 

There, on the floor, lay the so-called Queen of Pell 
Street. 

The woman had been terribly beaten and her face was 
covered with blood. 

Over in one corner lay a Chinaman, face downward on 
the floor. 

She partially turned over and looked up at the detec- 
tives, calling out in Chinese. 

Old King Brady spoke to her in English, but of her 
answer he could make nothing. < 

Meanwhile Harry had been examining the man, whom 
he had. turned over. 

"Great Scott! Governor, this man is dead and cold!" 
he said. "He has been shot through the head !" 

"Doesn't he look to you like Hing Wow, Harry?" 

"He certainly does, but he is in Chinese dress. They 
all look so much alike that way that I can't be sure." 

The Queen now groaned louder, and Harry turned to 
her. 

t 

He took her by the hand, intending to pull her up. 
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The result was a scream. 
The woman's arm was broken. 

As nearly as Harry could see, she had been seriously 
injured about the head. 

He told Old King Brady about the arm. 

"We can do little for her. The police must be called," 
said the old detective. 

"And if that isn't Hing Wow I know nothing," he 
added. 

"Let us pull out and hurry to the Elizabeth street sta- 
tion. Alice will be able to get some story out of her, I 
suppose, when we return with the police." 

They hurried back to the hidden hut and, ascending 
to the window, climbed in. 

"You arouse her, Harry," said the old detective. 

Harry stepped down into the dark room. 

Just then Old King Brady made the startling discov- 
ery that the door had been unlocked and unbolted. 

"How is this?" he cried. 

"How is this, indeed?.?' echoed Harry, coming out of 
the dark room in a state of great excitement. "Alice has 
disappeared !" 



CHAPTER IX. 

HOT ON ALICE'S TRAIL. 

The Bradys now found themselves 'with their hands 
full. 

In the dark room there was no sign of a struggle. 

Alice was gone, and the wig which Old King Brady had 
seen lying on the floor had likewise vanished. 

That Alice had departed by the door was evident 
enough. * 

It almost looked as if she had gone off of her own 
accord. . 

But this, of course, was not to be imagined. 

Old King Brady instantly made a discovery which 
seemed to throw some little light on the mystery. 

Meanwhile Harry was talking excitedly, blaming him- 
self for haying left Alice alone. 

"Calm yourself, boy! Take it easy!" ordered the old 
detective, sternly. "This sort of thing has happened be- 
fore and has come out all right. It will work out the same 
way this time, I daresay. Now, look here ! Do you ob- 
serve the peculiar odor there is in this room?" 

"Yes, now that you call my attention to it, I do." 

"Some Chinese drug has been used here. I think I can 
account for it all. It is, unfortunately, up to me." 

Old King Brady hurriedly told about the man who had 
looked out of the window. 

"We must go for the floor above the bank," he said, 
hurriedly. "I daresay she has been taken there." 

They ran downstairs. 

Reaching the second floor, Old King Brady tried the 
door of the back room. 

It yielded to his touch, and he entered a room well 
furnished in Chinese style. 

There was no one in the room, nor in the dark room 
beyond. 



Entrance to the front room was cut off by a locked 
door. 

The door in the hall communicating with that room 
was also locked. 

Old King Brady thundered on it, and after a few mo- 
ments _it was opened by a sleepy-looking Chink in his 
under clothes only. 

Flashing their lights and displaying their shields, the 
Bradys forced an entrance. 

Once they were in the man ceased to protest. 

There were two other men in bed here. 

They sat up and looked frightened. 

Harry pushed on into the hall bedroom, where a woman 
was sleeping. 

s But the woman was not Alice. 

Seeing that there was nothing doing, the Bradys beat 
a hasty retreat. 

"It is up to the man I saw looking out of the back win- 
dow," said the old detective. "Let us get to Elizabeth 
street without ah instant's delay." 

But they halted on the way, for at the door they met 
the policeman on the beat — a man whom they both knew. 

Old King Brady, without stopping Fo explain who 
Harry was, instantly tackled him. 

The officer's statement only added to the mystery. 

He had seen two Chinamen leave the house but a short 
time before. 

Old King Brady pressed him for a description of the 
pair. \ 

And he got it with such accuracy as to leave no doubt 
in his mind that one of them was Alice in her disguise. 

"Watch that door. Let no one leave. There has been 
a Chinaman murdered in one of the underground dens 
behind this house." And he and Harry started for Eliza- 
beth street. 

"Apparently Alice went away with the man of her 
own accord," said Old King Brady. "That spells but one 
thing — she has been drugged \" 

At Elizabeth street three officers were secured. 

The Bradys said nothing about Alice. 

They went directly to the hidden hut and on to the 
room where they had left the Queen of Pell Street, stop- 
ping only to ring for an ambulance on the way. 

While waiting for the coming of the ambulance Old 
King Brady and Harry opened the other door with their 
skeleton keys. 

Here they found Wing Chow asleep in bed. The fellow 
had been drugged. 

Passing back into the other room, they examined the 
partition in which the hole was. 

This opened as a door. 

Behind was a room comfortably, fitted up in Chinese 
style. 

It was evidently the Queen's private chamber. But the 
whole place was in fearful disorder. » 

In one corner the floor had been pulled up. 

Near this lay a rusty, japaned cashbox, quite empty. 

"Looks as if some one had been searching for Long 
Dong's hidden treasure, and had found it," remarked 
Harry, after the detectives had remained for a few min- 
utes in silence contemplating the scene. 

"Indeed, yes," replied Old King Brady. 
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And then in a minute he added: 

"There is no denying, Harry, that we have made a bad 
botch of this case." 

"We certainly have. How do you figure this thing 
out?" 

"Well, there are several ways of looking at it. To me 
the most likely one seems to be that Hing Wow remem- 
bered the characters on that paper we found inside the 
jade seal and was either forced to reveal them to the peo- 
ple who have assaulted this woman,-er did so of his own 
accord. Perhaps he and the Queen of Pell Street un- 
earthed the treasure and were then attacked. Perhaps 
Hing Wow undertook to betray us. It is impossible to 
say; but, whichever way it happened, it has spelied death 
for him." 

And these theories were borne out by a discovery Harry 
made a few minutes later. 

This was a piece of red paper exactly like the one found 
in the jade seal, except that, while that was the left-hand 
piece this was the right-hand piece. 

With it on the floor lay a piece of white paper, similarly 
torn. ■ 1 - 

It bore Chinese characters which exactly corresponded 
with those on Old King Brady's red slip. 

The ambulance doctor now came in, piloted by one of 
the officers, who had gone back on Pell street for that 
purpose. ' » ■ . 

The young man seemed to know his business. 

He declared that the woman's skull was fractured and 
her left arm broken. x 

Examining Hing Wow, he said that death must have 
been instantaneous. 1 

In* Wing Chow's case he was doubtful. 

He was not able to arouse the Chinaman, and he gave 
it as his opinion that the man was suffering from an 
overdose of opium, internally administered. 

The Bradys now pulled out and left matters in ■ the 
hands of the police. 

Now, the nighthawk cabbies who stand on Chatham 
Square are nearly all personally known to the Bradys. 

One in particular, a man named Kelly, has done much 
work for them. 

As it happened, Kelly was then on the stand, and to 
him the Bradys went. 

"Yes, Mr. Brady, T seen dem two Chinks," asserted 
Kelly. "Dey hired Moloney's cab. Prom your descrip- 
tion I am sure dey was de same ones." 

This seemed to be a point gained. 

But the Bradys were destined to learn in a very few 
minutes how little it amounted to, for while they were 
still talking to Kelly the man Moloney drove up. 

"What did youse do wit dem two Chinks?" called 
Kelly before the driver could get down off the box. "Sure 
here is Old King Brady wanting to know." 

"I left dem at de Brooklyn Bridge. I s'pose," replied 
Moloney, jumping down. "Sure it was a great bilk. 
Lucky dat dey paid in advance." 

"What do you mean? Explain yourself," demanded 
Old King Brady. 

"Well, dey come to me, and one says, 'What will you 
charge to drive us to de Borough Hall over in Brooklyn?' 
jest like dat. I told him and he coughed right .up.. Den 



dey got in, and when. I got to de Bridge I seen one of 
me doors was swinging open. I suspicioned dat some- 
thing might be- wrong, so I stops and gets down. Sure 
enough, dere was no wan m de cab." 

"The old game to destroy the trail," muttered the old 
detective. "You have no idea when they got out?" 

"No more dan you have, boss." 

"Were you driving fast?" 

"No; de big Chink, he told me de other one was kinder 
sick and dat I wanted to drive slow on dat account." 

"So? Then it was easy for them to get out?" 

"Yes; any one who was at all spry might easy have got 
out de way I druv." 

"Did the man look particularly sick?" 

"He looked like he had tfeen drinking or hitting" de 
pipe extra hard. He held his eyes half shut and his face 
was pretty white." 

"Drugged, beyond all doubt!" groaned Harry. "What 
shall we ever do now?" 

"Keep cool!" said the old detective. "We will get 
down to the Bridge." : "r^;"* 'U^'Z'^/gg 

He took Harry's arm, and as they walked on said: 

"Now, Harry, you must brace up and take this mis- 
fortune coolly. You really must. It is one of those 
things which comes to us at times. I don't by any means 
despair of being able to trace them up. Even at this 
early hour there are always people about the Bridge and 
somebody must have seen them leaving the cab." 

They hurried on to the Bridge and renewed their in- 
quiries there. 

They did not succeed in finding any one who had seen 
the two Chinamen climbing out of a moving cab. 

But a policeman stationed at the Bridge entrance had 
seen two Chinamen go up the stairs to the elevated rail- 
road at about the time Moloney missed his fare. 

Old King Brady then described Alice's disguise with 
his accustomed accuracy. 

The policeman was pretty certain that he had described 
one of the pair he had seen. 

But this scarcely mended matters. 

The elevated trains starting from the Brooklyn Bridge 
branch off in many directions once they get into Brooke 

lyn. 

The next step was to ascertain the particular train 
the pair had taken. 

So the Bradys tried the different ticket offices. 
They soon located their quarry. 

The "two Chinamen," it appeared, had taken a "City 
Line" train. 

This, of course, was as far as the detectives could go 
until they had seen the trainhands, which would be im- 
possible for an hour or more. 

"Harry," "said ©Id King Brady, "I believe the best 
thing we can do is to go on to Borough Hall. Slick as 
this Chink appears to have been, your average Chinaman 
is person of one idea, so to speak. He probably had Bor- 
ough Hall in his mind, and that is why he told Moloney 
he wanted to go there. He may even have taken another 
cab there." 

"Yes; but, Governor, Chinks don't as a rule go in for 
cabs." . :.'m.vl wsa $'AiA 

"WeU/-?weJl>-/rbDy.!- :oSiop; and -thinks:: Y&hte\jamibai 
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Alice on his hands, if our suspicions are correct. More- 
over, the chances are that he killed Hing Wow, so he had 
his own escape to make. Thmi, again, what if he had 
Long Dong's treasure about mm? Would not that be 
excuse enough for him to be willing to blow in his money 
on cabs?" 

"I yield to the force of your argument," said Harry. 
And the Bradys, boarding the first train, started for 
Borough Hall. 



" CHAPTER X. 

THE CHINAMAN PROPOSES TO ALICE. 

Alice had fallen into bad hands. 

The worst of it was the poor girl did not know it. 

She knew nothing of all that had happened, or was 
happening, to her 'at the time the Bradys were working 
on the trail, as just described. 

Alice never knew a thing from the time she dropped 
off asleep in the house in Pell street until she suddenly 
awoke to find herself lying in a narrow bunk in what 
appeared to be a stateroom of some s'keamer: 

The sensation was most singular. 

But, then,' poor Alice only half realized what had hap- 
pened to her. 

She was still suffering from the effects of the drug. 
1 She still wore her Chinese disguise, and as she crawled 
out of the berth, intending to try and get out of the 
room, a terrible dizziness came over her. 

She felt that she must have fallen to the floor if she 
had persisted. 

She was glad enough to drop back on her pillow. 

In an instant she was sound asleep. 

It seemed to Alice when she awoke again that a long 
time must have elapsed. 

\ It was daylight, and she was still in the same little 
room. 

But now her head was clear and she remembered her 
former effort to rise, but nothing else of all that had oc- 
curred to her. » 

"What can it mean?" she asked herself. "Where am 
I, anyhow?" 

Well might she ask, seeing that she had gone to sleep 
in Chinatown ! 

She got up now and peered out of the little window. 
The steamer lay motionless. 

Alice gazed about and presently recognized her sur- 
roundings. 

"Why, this is the Erie Basin!" she murmured. "How 
in the world did I ever come here?" 

Now, the Erie Basin has nothing whatever to do with 
the Erie Railroad, as some may imagine. 

It is a. large, enclosed basin on Gowanus Bay, lying 
between Red Hook Point and the Gowanus section^ of 
Brooklyn. 

Here, alongside of long rows of great storage ware- 
houses, lie 'the steamers and ships out of commission and 
euch as are waiting to go on the drydock or to be sold. 

Alice saw masts and funnels everywhere, while the 
steeples of Gowanus and South Brooklyn rose beyond. 



Here was indeed a mystery. 

Adjusting her Chinese dress, Alice tried the door. 

It yielded to her touch, and she stepped out into a 
small cabin, which had been practically dismantled. 

It was rather dark and decidedly stuffy. 

Alice looked about in a bewildered way, when suddenly 
a Chinaman rose up out of a chair and came forward. 

He was well dressed in the American style, and as he 
drew near Alice perceived that she had to deal with the 
hogus Hing Wow. 

"Good morning, Miss Montgomery!" he said, remov- 
ing his hat. "I hope I see you well?" 

And this was the man who could speak no English ! 

Alice shuddered. 

She realized now that she had fallen into bad hands. 

"Well, sir!" she retorted. "And what does this mean?" 

"Would you mind talking in Chinese ?" said the fellow, 
blandly, in that language. "No one on board this steamer 
knows that you are a woman or that you can speak Eng- 
lish, and I had just as soon they would not know it. Sit 
down, please, and we will talk matters over. Believe me, 
if you will only listen to what I have to say you will thank 
me for having brought you here." 

Alice dropped into a chair. 

"Say what you have to say, and be quick about it," she 
replied, in Chinese. 
She was thinking fast. 

"If I am alone on this steamer with this fellow my 
only safety is to jolly him along," she reasoned. "He 
might easily murder me out here on the Erie Basin and 
no one ever be the wiser." 

The Chinaman i began his talk while she was thinking 
thus. 

'■'You recognize me?" he asked. 
"Oh, yes." 

"Well, then, who am I?" 

"How should I know who you are? You called at our 
office, pretending to be Hing Wow, but as I happen to 
know that your claim was false I am all at sea about the 
rest of it." • 

"You speak truly. I am not Hing) Wow. I am quite ^ 
different person, but no matter about my name just yet. 
You were hoping to recover Long Dong's hidden treasr 
ure when you went to that house on Pell street with the 
Bradys, I suppose?" 

"Yes." - > ', 

"Then let me tell you that neither you nor they will 
ever do it. I have already recovered it. The treasure 
is now mine!" • 

"So you say." 

"I can prove it." 

"Very likely. I know nothing about your affairs, but 
if you have the money — — " 

"And Long Dong's diamonds; they are worth the 
most:" 

"So? Well, then, as I was about to add, you are a 
lucky man." 

"The luckiest man ever, Miss Montgomery! But I see 
you don't really know me, and it is no wonder. I saw you 
only once, in San Francisco, a year ago. You were work- 
ing on a case there with the Bradys." 

"What ease?" . ' 
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"An opium-smuggling case. You arrested one Hong 
Gee." 

"Ah! I remember yon now. You were one of the 
witnesses against that man. . You are Ling. Ti !" 

"That's right. I thought I could make you know me." 

"You pretended then not to be able to speak Eng- 
lish and I acted as interpreter between you and the Se- 
cret Service people." 

"That's right. Did you know that I fell desperately 
in love with you then?" 

Alice was expecting something of this sort from the 
way the man had kept eying her. It came as no shock." 

"Indeed, I was not aware of that interesting fact," she 
said, with a laugh. "But why not? You are not a bad- 
looking fellow, even if you are a Chink. As for me, I 
think I would pass in a crowd." 

"If I was to tell you what I thought of your looks it 
would make you blush," cried Ling Ti, evidently greatly 
pleased. 

"Tell it some other time," retorted Alice. "Tell me 
what you are driving at before you start in to pay com- 
pliments. But, first, let me tell you something, my 
friend. I am all business; money talks with me every 
time." 

"Good! That's my kind, too!" cried Ling Ti. "I was 
sure I had sized you up right. Listen to me, Miss Alice. 
There certainly is no other woman in the United States 
who can speak the Chinese language the way you can. We 
would make a great team. I was worth over $50,000 be- 
fore I got hold of Long Dong's treasure. If you would 
.consent to marry me and go down to Rio Janeiro or 
Buenos Ayres, where we could start a big gambling house 
and bleed Chinks and whites alike, we would soon make a 
fortune. Now I have exposed my hand. That is the 
reason I brought you here." 

Alice took is very coolly, as was the only wise way. 

"I don't know but what that would be a good scheme," 
she said. "Can you speak Spanish and Portuguese?" 

"Sure. I have lived all over South America. How 
about yourself?" 

"Oh, I can speak both languages." 

"You're a wonderful woman. It is a shame for you to 
waste your time in the detective business. Is it a go?" 

"Hold tip! Bon't be in such a hurry. I shouldn't 
mind. I'm about "tired of the Bradys, anyhow. Old King 
Brady is the meanest man who ever came down the pike. 
Very likely I may consent; but before I do say yes 4 want 
you to show your confidence in me by telling me straight 
how I came to be here, for. I don't understand the situa- 
tion at' all. Besides, I want to see Long Dong's money 
and those wonderful diamonds. Are those some of them 
which you have on now?" 

Ling Ti laughed. 

"No, indeed, 5 ' he replied. "Those belong to me. I'm 
willing; but, first, let us have breakfast, if you don't mind 
eating with a despised Chink." 

"I have eaten with many of them," answered Alice. 
"While I don't take stock in all of them, I am very far 
from despising a bright fellow like you. Bring on your 
breakfast. I'm as hungry as a wolf." 

'ling Ti jumped up, full of animation. 

"We are going to make a great team," he repeated. 



I wouldn't have missed this chance for all the money' 
I'm worth." 

He hurried out of the cabin, passing through a dooxr 
at the further end. 

Soon he returned, accompanied by another Chinaman; - 
who* wore a white suit. 

This man carried a table cloth and napkins. 

Ling Ti called him Fong, and introduced him to Alice 
as Fong Wing. 

Alice exchanged a few words with the man, who did 
not appear to be particularly interested in her. 

He and Ling Ti then set the table and a substantial 
breakfast was brought in, all cooked in- the Chinese style 

'Alice was also provided with chopsticks, in the use of 
which she is an expert. 

After everything was placed Ling Ti told the other 
Chink that he would no longer be needed and the man 
took himself off. 

They sat down at the table and began to eat, Ling Ti at 
once beginning his story. 

"I am not going to tell you how I finally captured' Long' 
Dong's treasure," he said, warily. "That's my private 
business; but I will tell you all the rest. 

"I knew Long Dong very well. I also knew tha? he 
must have left money behind him when he fled to China, 
so when I saw that advertisement on the Chinese bulletin" 
I suspected what was in the wind and went to your officey 
with the result you know. 

"When I left there 1 went directly to the Queen of PelE 
Street, so-called; and right here I must go back in my 
story to explain about this woman. She is not the real 
Queen of Pell Street, who was a small-footed woman and 
was Long Dong's sister and the wife' of Quing Quong, the 
banker, who died before Long Dong ran away. 

"This woman — I don't know her real name — was a 
servant who worked for Mrs. Quing Quong. Shortly after 
Long Dong left New York Mrs. Quing Quong died. Some 
say she was poisoned by this woman and Wing Chow, who 
ran the bank and who married the woman. Anyway, Mia. 
Chow, as we will call her, took up Mrs. Quing QuongV 
business of giving out tips on the races through that hole 
in the wall. BetAveen them they did a fine business. So> 
stood matters when I butted in. I saw the Queen and 
told her all about you and what the Bradys were trying 
to do. I - told her that I thought we could capture yon 
all and make your give up the jade seal. Then she sprung 
a surprise on me by telling me that she • was tired of her 
husband and had him drugged in a secret room. It seems- 
that she had become acquainted with one Willie Wee 
Wah, who was steward on that steamer. He had told her 
all about Long Dong, the hidden treasure and the jade 
seal, in which was the half of a paper, which told where, 
the treasure was hidden. The Queen had the other hat!, 
which she had found among the effects of the real Mm. 
Quing Quong. 

"She then informed me that she proposed to pot Wing 
Chow out of the way and marry this steward; that he 
had tried to steal the jade seal from the Bradys;, bet 
failed. She agreed to take me into the deal, and I was 
to entice you three to Pell street. We tried it on. R 
'failed, as you know." 

"Yes," laughed Alice ; "failed miserably. You have te 
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/gfSt-wp early in the morning to get the best of Old King 
-'Brady. Let me tell you that." 

"Qh, I know," was the reply; "but I did it, just the 
-eame, when I got you. But let me finish my long story, 
Alice,-, What happened next was the coming to the bank 
of the real Hing Wow. He had fared better than I, for 
/he had seen the jade seal and made a copy of the paper 
Jiom memory. He was prepared to sell you all out, and 
•safter a lot of talk we took him into partnership, too — 
«s, he believed. Well, we got the treasure. It was hidden 
under the floor in Mrs. Quing Quong's room. What came 
^I. propose to cut out. Enough to say that I now. 
have the whole business. No dividing ! 
V "After it was all over I was in my room over the bank 
alone. I happened to look out the window — it was early 
^thj^morning — and saw Old King Brady on the roof of the 
^tension. As I was just getting ready to light out, I was 
naturally scared. I waited and watched. I saw him climb 
•the ;fij;a escape. Then it dawned on me that the tenants I 
had put in those top floor rooms were none other than you 
^d<. Young King Brady in your Chinese disguises, 
jw;:.,," Still watching, I saw Old King Brady come down 
again and go into the hidden hut. I knew then that it 
jraM time for me to get a move on ; but I was determined 
to. .know the truth before I started on my travels, so I 
climbed up the fire escape and had a look into those 
rooms." 

"And there you found me asleep," said Alice, who 
naturally was feeling, the deepest interest in all this. 
> "And there I found you asleep," continued the China- 
man. ... " What happened after that is my secret. I know 
things, about Chinese drugs which I reveal to no one. 
I&nough to tell you, Alice Montgomery, that I gave you 
a flose which put you completely in my power. While un- 
conscious you arose and followed me to this steamer, 
«imply because I told you to do so. • And now you are 
iiere. Such is my power. If you marry me we can use 
■these, secrets to the- greatest advantage. That is the end 
of any long story. Now what do you say?" 
, "That you must prove to me that you actually secured 
Ix>ng Bong's treasure before I say a word." 

"Well-, that can easily be done," replied Ling Ti. "That 
-comes nest.'' 



t ' • ' CHAPTER XL I 

,.,V. , 3WIE BEADYS GET THE HIDDEN TREASURE. 

.- ■ The. Bradys turned up at Borough Hall, Brooklyn, at 
Jlbout three o'clock in the morning. 
» , r Here there is also a cab stand, and here also the Brad3 r s 
Jpaow spme of the drivers of these nighthawk vehicles, as 
is natural in their business. 

,. lihere ; was one old fellow on the stand, a man named 
j)olan, who has driven a night cab in Brooklyn for many 
years,, and to him Old King Brady applied. 

Yes.; there was two Chinks here only a little while 
«go, ,and they hired Johnny Casey's cab," said Dolan; 
"but where they went I dunno, Mr, Brady. All I can 
Jell, jfou that they were here." 



It seemed trying enough to have to wait for the re- 
turn of the cab, but the Bradys did it, and about four 
o'clock Johnny Casey came back on the stand. 

His story only added to the mystery, like everything 
else which came to light in this singular case. 

"Sure I tuk them two Chinks down to de fut of Van 
Brant .street and left them there," said Casey. "Wan of 
them was half doped to death. The other give me an 
extra dollar and told me that they were going to wait 
for a boat to take them off to some steamer. He said he 
was de steward an' de other feller was cook. I warned 
dem to look out for demselves, for de neighborhood is a 
tough wan. I'll not deceive you, Mr. Brady; dat's all I 
know." 

The Bradys turned away, puzzled. 

"Can we have been following the wrong man?" queried 
Harry, as they walked through the little square. 

"I am very much afraid so," replied Old King Brady, 
gravely. "We can go to the foot of Van Brunt street, 
but I doubt if anything comes of it. This looks like a 
case of some Chinese steward taking an opium-doped 
friend aboard ship." 

"Bxit the description we got fits Alice so perfectly." 

"Remember Alice was made up to lpok like a China- 
man. But let us decide. Shall we go?" 

"Yes. It seems to be all we can do." 

They went in Dolan's cab. 

But it was as Old King Brady had feared. 

Van Brunt street ends abruptly at a stringpiece, beyond 
which is Gowanus Bay. 

On the right as the Bradys stood at the stringpiece were 
the storehouses of the New York Warehousing Company; 
on the left the long line of the Beard Stores. 

The street was like a deserted canyon. 

Not a soul was to be seen. 

"It is hopeless," said Old King Brady. "There is no 
one to inquire of; there is nothing to be done." 

Little did he imagine that at this very moment Alice 
was sleeping off the effects of the drug in the stateroom 
on board a steamer which lay in the Erie Basin, on the 
other side of the Beard Stores, or within a hundred 
yards of where they stood. 

But this was one of the things they could no.t know. 

The Bradys now began to consult together. 

The idea of both was that the Chinaman with Alice, if 
their original supposition was correct, must be the stew- 
ard of the Woolwich Castle, Willie Wee Wah. 

Of course, the possibility of his being the bogus Hing 
Wow suggested itself, but this was rejected in favor of 
the other theory. 

■ "Suppose we run down to the Woolwich Castle and 
have a talk with Captain Schackleton ?" suggested Old 
King Brady. 
Harry yielded. 

His despair and concern for Alice were too great to 
permit him to think clearly. 

.He preferred to be guided by his chief. 

So they got back into the cab and were driven to the 
Liberty Stores on Furman street, which they reached 
about half-past five. 

After much difficulty they got at the surly watchman. 



* 
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It cost them a five-dollar note to get through the gate 
to the steamer. 

Captain Schackleton was not Tip, but the sailor who 
received them informed Old King Brady that the captain 
was an early riser and might be expected to come out 
of his stateroom at any time. 

Ten minutes later he appeared and, having recovered 
from his surprise at seeing the detectives at such an early 
hour, he took them down into the cabin, where he lis- 
tened to Old King Brady's story. 

The old detective told him the whole case. 

"I have no doubt that the fellow was Willie Wee Wah," 
said Captain Schackleton. "And now let me make a 
slight addition to your stock of information, Mr. Brady. 
That Willie Wee Wah escaped alive that night I happen 
to know, for I met him on South street yesterday after- 
noon in company with my mate, Mr. Rown." 

"Ha!" said. Old King Brady. "And were you talking 
with him?" » 

"Why, yes, we had a few words. I tried to find out 
where he was stopping, but he wouldn't tell me. Of 
course, I could have had him arrested and sent back 
here ; but I didn't want the bother." 

"Did the mate have anything to say about him?" in- 
quired Old King Brady. 

"I am coming to that," continued the captain. "After 
the steward left I asked Rown how he came to be with 
him, and he claimed that they had accidentally met. Just 
the same I didn't believe it. There was something pecu- 
liar about the maters manner, and I wondered if he was 
figuring to desert me." 

"So? And what did you do?" 

"Nothing. If a man or an officer wants to quit me, I 
say let 'em go, for I want no unwilling man with me. So 
I just asked Rown when he was going aboard, and he 
said in time for supper, and then off I walked." 

"And did he come?" demanded Old King Brady. 

"Yes," was the reply. "He came. I didn't get back 
till eleven o'clock, and when I got here I got a yarn from 
the second mate, which didn't surprise me much, and is 
what I am driving at now. It seems that Rown came 
aboard at six. At something after ten Willie Wee Wah 
. suddenly turned up. He and Rown had a long talk to- 
gether, and then, without saying a word to any one, they 
simply walked off and haven't been seen since. So, there 
you are, Mr. Brady ! I am no detective. There's your 
clew; make the most of it." 

"It is certainly of the highest importance to us," said 
Old King Brady. 

"* "I should say so!" cried the captain. 

"Looks as though these two had shipped togethe"r." 
"I haven't a doubt of it." 

"And you think that Miss Montgomery has been taken 
to this ship, whatever it may be." 
"I do." 

"So much for my detective. reasoning; you can help us, 
Captain. What do you advise,?" 

"To let me go the round of the shipping offices- for you 
at the earliest possible moment. I have no doubt that I 
can locate them." 

"Must we wait for that ?"' cried Harry. "In the mean- 



while the ship or steamer may sail. Think of Alice's sit»-- 
ation if carried off to sea in her Chinese disguise!" 

"Excuse me, but we won't think of it !" said Old King 
Brady. "Captain, we will go now. We shall await yonr" 
telephone." 

And Old King Brady got Harry ashore. 

"We must be patient," he said. "The captain can do- 
nothing before nine o'clock. Meanwhile we have ser- 
eral hours to work in." 

Now, what the Bradys did in those hours is not mate- 
rial, since it amounted to nothing. 

At ten they turned up at their office, and at eleven-fif- 
teen came the captain's telephone. 

"It is as I thought, Mr. Brady," he called. "Rown and" 
a Chinaman, who gave the name of Jim Charles, shipped 
yesterday afternoon on the tank steamer Golden Fleece,, 
which is now loading oil at the Standard Oil Works, Bay- 
onne, for Shanghai." 

"Good!" called Old King Brady. "Captain, you're » 
jewel! You can arrest this Chinaman for desertion, I 
suppose ?" 

, "Certainly, but not Rown." ' 
"Will you go tp Bayonne with us?" 
"If you wish." i ^ 

"Where are you?" 
"Astor House." 

"Stay there. We will come right downtown in the 
subway. What's that? You need a warrant? Get it; 
but if you fail it is no matter. I'll guarantee to do the 
arresting all right." 

Half an hour later the Bradys and Captain Schackle- 
ton were on their way to Bayonne. 

Here the Standard Oil Company conducts extensive 
works on the westerly side of the Kill-von-Kull, or the 
"Kills," as this broad waterway is popularly known. 

The Bradys and their companion got down to the shore 
after a long walk from the railroad station, but only t» 
find themselves held up by a watchman at ai gate. 

The old detective's Secret Service shield carried him 
through, however, and after some parley they were al- 
lowed to go aboard the Golden Fleece, which was then 
getting ready to sail. 

The first person they saw was Rown, who> was acting 
as mate. 

The man was evidently much startled- 
Captain Schackleton walked directly up- to him and 
said : 

"Well, Rown, so this is the way you give me the go-by, 
is it? Where's Willie Wee Wah?" 

"I know nothing about the blame Chink !"' stammered 
the mate. "Why do you- ask me that?" 

"Perhaus vou don't remember these gentlemen,, either, 
Rown?" * 

"Well, I do." 

"Enough said," put in Old King Brady.. "Mr. Bows, 
all is known. Come, out with the truth. Where is this 
Chinaman?" 

Still Rown protested. 

The captain was not aboard, and Old King Brady ai 
once produced a pair of handcuffs. 

"These for yours, my friend, unless yon at once prodoee 
that Chink and tell the truth," he said. "Did two China- 
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men come aboard here early this morning — Willie Wee 
Wah and another, badly doped?" 

"Sure not!" cried Rown. "There is a Chinese steward 
here, but I haven't seen him. I don't know who he is." 

"Liar!" cried Captain Schackleton. "There's Willie 
Wee Wah now!" 

Little dreaming what he was up against, the steward 
had just appeared on deck. 

Old King Brady promptly pounced upon him and, while 
Harry held him covered with a revolver, the handcuffs 
vwere snapped upon his wrists. 

The man was white with fear. 

.As for Rown he observed a sullen silence. 
. The steward, who spoke perfect English of the sailors' 
sort, now recovering himself, demanded why he was ar- 
rested. 

"You are wanted by Captain Schackleton as a desert- 
er," said Old Bang Brady, grimly. "Perhaps there are a 
few little matters to be settled up on Pell street, too — 
a murder, an assault on a woman known as the Queen, a 
little matter of stolen money, and " 

Then suddenly he thundered : 

"Where is the Chinaman you smuggled aboard here 
early this morning?" f 
% This thpe the old detective felt that they were barking 
np the wrong tree. 

The man's face showed evident surprise. 

"I came here alone, with Mr; Rown," he said. "I 
brought no Chinaman here. We came aboard about nine 
.o'clock this morning." 

Of course, all this caused some commotion on the 
•Steamer but, recognizing the Bradys as Secret Service de- 
fectives, none of the sailors made any attempt to inter- 
fere. 

Old King Brady called the second mate, an intelligent 
.■Scotchman. 

"This man is telling the truth," he said. "He came 
-aboard with our new mate at nine o'clock. I saw them 
when they came and there was no one else with them." 

"Mr. Rown, you are under arrest," said Old King 
Urady. "This Chinese pal of yours is mixed up in a rob- 
<bery and in a murder case." 

"These men must be searched," he added. "Can we 
«use the cabin, mate?" j 

"If s nothing to me," said the second mate. "As long 
i&s you don't arrest me,,.I don't care what you do." 

Then Rown and Willie Wee Wah were taken to the 
•cabin «nd the search began. 

Uown protested violently, but it was no use. 

'The result of the search was startling. 

Bolls of bills, many twenty-dollar gold pieces and two 
papers containing small diamonds came to light. 

' Mate Rown had as much upon him as the steward. It 
looked like an even divide. 

When Harry counted up the cash he found that it 
amounted to a little short of $20,000, all told. 

The diamonds were all small, low-grade stones. 

Five thousaad dollars would have been a high price for 
ihe outfit. 

It looked like Long Dong's hidden treasure. 
Bat not a word of satisfaction as to where or how it 
had been obtained could he get out of' either man. 



What had become of Alice was a mystery yet' to be 
solved. 



CHAPTER XII. 

CONCLUSION. 

Ling Ti, in response to Alice's request, now produced 
great rolls of bills from various pockets beneath his 
blouse. 

Next it was a bunch of $20 gold pieces. 
Then two blue papers, containing diamonds, were pro- 
duced. 

All this was spread out before Alice. 

•That's what Long Dong left behind him!" cried Ling 
Ti. "Now, look here, Alice! Half is yours to do what 
you like with as soon as you become my wife, and I will 
marry you any way and at any time you say." 

"Sounds well," replied Alice. "I don't object. But 
how are we to get out of New York? Of course, the 
Bradys are on your trail, and on mine, too, for that mat- 
ter. Give me some idea of your plans. And, by the way, 
there was a fellow named Willie Wee Wah mixed up in 
this business. Where does he come in?" 

Ling Ti's face clouded. 

"The steward*!" he cried. "That's my weak point. I 
was fool enough to tell him that my brother was acting 
as cook on this steamer. I gave him the slip, and the 
one thing I am afraid of is that he may track me here." 

"Then you don't propose to stay here any length of 
time?" 

"No; I want to go right away now. I know a place 
where we can hide, over in the new Chinese colony in 
Williamsburg, and there I shall have to take you. It is 
not a nice place to take a white woman, but it is the best 
I can do until I can get you out of New York. Day after 
to-morrow the Red D steamer sails, and I will secure 
first cabin accommodations for us both. We will run 
down to Venezuela, where I have business, and from 
there we will go to Rio. How does that suit you?" 

"It suits me all right," replied Alice; "but if we are 
through breakfast, is there any reason why we should not 
go on deck? This place is terribly stuffy. I am simply 
dying for a breath of fresh air." 

"I would sooner we didn't go on deck until we are 
ready to leave the steamer," was the reply. "The watch- 
man has been off on a drunk for the last three days, and, 
to tell the truth, we are alone here, except for my brother. 
As soon^as I have a chance to talk to him I will get you 
ashore and we will strike foj* Williamsburg. But now le^ 
me salute my future bride." 

As he said this Ling Ti sprang up and was about to 
throw his arms around Alice, when, all at once, a loud cry 
rang out. 

Instantly followed a shot and the sound of a fall. 

The sound seemed to come from the direction of the 
cook's quarters. 

"What does that mean?" cried Ling Ti, and he made 
a rush through the little door. 

Alice was thoroughly frightened, for other shots fol- 
lowed, and she took refuge in the stateroom. 
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A few moments later two men burst into the cabin in 
full pursuit of Ling Ti. 

Alice, peering through the crack of the stateroom door, 
saw that one of them was Willie Wee Wah, the spy, while 
the other was a white man, whom she could not remem- 
ber ever having seen before. 

They were chasing Ling Ti, and the Chinaman carried a 
revolver. -...^ , 

Ling Ti's right arm hung limp. 1 

Alice now understood; the meaning of the shots she 
had heard. 

She thought that Rown, the mate — for he, was the 
white man — caught sight of her before she had time to 
close the door, which she did as quickly as she could. 

Another shot was fired, and she heard Ling Ti fall. 

Caught in a trap, Alice could only listen, hoping and 
praying that these two wretches might not come her 
way. 

She heard their talk when they searched Ling Ti and 
when, they got the money and when they divided it. 

Then at length the mate said, in English: 

" Say, Willie, ■ I thought I seen that there stateroom 
door open and shut. I've been a-watching it. There 
hain't nobody looked out, but we better make sure there 
hain't no one else here." 

"There is nobody here but me !" Ling Ti called out. 

Then he began swearing m Chinese at. Willie Wee Wah. 
The language was dreadful for Alice to hear. 

But, in spite of this effort to save her and secure help 
for himself on the part of Ling Ti, Willie Wee Wah and 
the mate broke into the stateroom. 

Alice had her. revolver and might have defended her- 
self, but she preferred to wait for some more* dire emer- 
gen ey, if it was to come. 

"Another Chink!" cried Rown. 

"Tie him up!" added the steward. "I won't shoot ariy 
more !" 

He had his way. 

Alice was bound hand and foot and thrown in the 
bunk. 

The pair departed and the door was closed. 
But, after all, it was a relief, for Alice had come *to 
fear Ling Ti. 

Whether the Chinaman had been seriously injured or 
not. she could not tell. : 

But certain it was that he could not get to her. 

Again and again he called, but Alice could not under- 
stand what he said through the closed door, nor is it prob- 
able that the wounded man heard her replies. 

And in this uncomfortable situation hours passed, but 

still no relief came. 

* * # ♦ * * * * 

The Bradys had made an important capture, but their 
extreme anxiety for Alice prevented them from taking 
much satisfaction out of it. 

On the way back to New York, whither the Bradys 
took their prisoners without bothering themselves over 
the violation of the law in removing them from the State 
<5f New Jersey, the old detective used every effort to draw 
something from them which would solve the mystery, 
but in vain. 

Rown told Captain Schackleton that it was all non- 



sense about the "other Chink," as he put it. He assured 
him that there was no such person mixed up in their 
doings of the night before, an)d Willie Wee Wah said the 
same. 

Then the Bradys were reluctantly led to believe that 
the disappearance of Alice could not have been engi- 
neered by either of these men. 

He also tried to draw from the prisoners some admis- 
sion as to where they had obtained the money and dia- 
monds. 

But it was all in vain. 

Neither one would admit anything. 

All the Bradys could do was to lodge a complaint 
against the prisoners and see them locked up. 

"And now what are we to do?" demanded Harry. "Thi» 
is a bitter disappointment to me." 

"Equally so to me, I want you to understand," said 
Old King Brady. "I am sure J don't know what we can 
do, and, that being the case, let us get up to Bellevue and 
interview the Queen of Pell Street, if she is in condition* 
to be interviewed. . I judge that she is the only person 
likely to help us out." ' 

Arrived at Bellevue, disappointment again met them. 

"Why, that Chinawoman is dead, Mr. Brady!" the clerk 
in" the office announced. "She died at ten o'clock this 
morning." 

"Did she recover consciousness?" demanded Old King 
Brady. 

"Yes, and made her ante-mortem statement. She de- 
clares in it that she was struck down by one Ling Ti. The 
police are now searching for the man. He shot the dead 
Chink found in that secret den by you, so the statement 
reads; but I am afraid they will have a job in finding out 
the murderer." 

"Yes; it is a hard thing to find a Chinaman if he wants 
to keep out of the way. But how about the drugged 
man?" 

"Oh, he is her husband. He was still too dopey to talk 
last accounts, but the doctors expect to bring him around 
all right." 

"Can we see him?" 

" Certainly, Mr. Brady. Bellevue is always open tf^ 
you." 

So the Bradys were conducted to the ward where the- 
Chinaman lay. 

A doctor stood beside his cot. 

"You have come just in good time, Mr. Brady," said 
the doctor. "The man has just recovered consciousness. 
We have not told him of his wife's death, yet." 

Old King Brady looked down on the Chinaman, who- 
seemed very weak and dazed. 

"You know me, Wing Chow?" he asked. 

"Yes." 

"Who atn I?" 
"Old Kling Blady.". 

"Right. You have been very near death." 
"Yair. I know." 

"Do you know who is responsible for it ?" 

The Chinaman did not seem to understand the ques- 
tion, and Old King Brady had to put it in simpler lan- 
guage. 

At last he got the name Ling Ti. „ 
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But Wing Chow professed to know nothing about Ling 
Ti- 
lt is the hardest thing imaginable to get , one China- 
man to betray another. 

Wing Chow, however, changed his mind when the doc- 
tor informed him of his wife's death 

He -then grew terribly excited, and Old King Brady was 
, able to draw one point from him. 

He assured the old detective that he did not know 
where Ling Ti lived, but that he did know that he had a 
brother, who was acting as cook for several watchmen who 
looked after some of the ships and steamers which were 
tied up in the Erie Basin. 

Of course, this made the Bradys sit up and pay atten- 
tion at once. v 

"We were right!'' cried Harry. "Oh, if we had only 
known!" 

■ But they knew now, and be very sure no time was lost 
in getting over to Brooklyn again. 

The Bradys ran down to the Battery on the ele- 
vated. 

They crossed the river on the Hamilton Ferry and took 
a Van Brunt street car for Bed Hook Point. 

Arrived at the Beard Stores, they were in the act of 
engaging a boatman to take them around into the Basin 
when two boats came into the slip. 

In each was a policeman and in one sat an ambulance 
surgeon. 

The Bradys had noticed the ambulance standing near 
ihe New York Warehousing Company's stores, but had 
' supposed that it only meant that some accident had oc- 
curred on the wharves. 

' "What is all this?" Old King Brady asked the boat- 
jaian. 

"There has been a couple of Chinamen murdered on the 
Seminole, a steamer lying around in the Erie Basin," re- 
plied the man. 

Poor Harry almost collapsed. 

"Brace up!" breathed Old King Brady. "Hope for the 
, best, my boy !" , 

The boats came to the landing. 

In each lay a Chinaman. 

As they drew near the Bradys got their look. 

The first man they did not know. 

He was evidently dead. <• 

The second man, who was alive, they instantly recog- 
nized as the bogus Hing Wow. 

The corpse was brought up first, and Old King Brady 
tackled the policeman. 

"I don't know nothing about it," he said. "All I can 
tell you is that the watchman on the steamer found this 
man, who is a Chinese cook for several watchmen, dead. 
The other fellow has a couple of shots in him, but they 



don't know him. He's raving mad. They found him 
tied up in the cabin." 

It was Ling Ti, of course, and he was a very badly 
used up Chink. 

When they brought him ashore he was muttering and 
laughing in a silly way. 

Old King Brady tackled him, but could get nothing 
out of him. 

"We know something about this business, officer," the 
old detective said. "There should be a third Chinaman 
on that steamer. Was there a thorough search made?" 

The officer admitted that no particular search had been 
made. 

This, of course, sent the Bradys flying. 

As fast as the boatman could get them around to the 
Seminole they went. I 

The watchman, looking very much the worse for a pro- 
longed spree, was on hand to receive them. 

"If there is anybody else on board this steamer but 
me I don't know it," he growled. 

Which showed how much he knew about the business 
he was supposed to attend to, for in the stateroom the 
Bradys found Alice, sound asleep. 

She was still a prisoner, bound hand and foot. 

Probably it was the after-effects of the drug which 
made her sleep through the visit of the ambulance sur- 
geon, the watchman and the police; but she awoke when 
Harry pronounced her name. 

Of course, the Bradys made short work of getting her 
home, and this ended the case. 

Ling Ti died in the hospital of his wounds. 

Alice's explanation made everything clear, and Willie 
Wee Wah, convicted of shooting the two Tis, went to the 
electric chair. Wing Chow recovered and went free. 

Mate Rown got five years for his part in the business. 

It was a general wiping out of all concerned. 

Old King Brady sent Long Dong's money and diamonds 
«to his widow in China, after paying all expenses *'and de- 
ducting a reasonable fee for 'themselves. 

Later they shipped the dead Chinaman's remains to his 
native land. 

And this was the last act in the case of "The Bradys 
and the Queen of Pell Street." 

THE END. 

Bead "THE BRADYS' GOLD VAULT CLEW; or, 
WHO KILLED TREASURER BLACK?" which will be 
the next number (492) of "Secret Service." 
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ITEMS WORTH READING. 



A young baker, who was returning with a companion after 
an ascent of the Flan Aiguille, near Chamonix, was caught by 
the branch of a tree, after falling nearly 300 feet, and suspend- 
ed by his braces, to the strength of which he owed his life. His 
companion fell 2,000 feet, and was pifiked up with nearly every 
bone in his body broken. 

The naartje is the ugly name of a nice new fruit which has 
just been introduced to England, under the auspices of the 
Natal Government, and is recommended as an ideal fruit for 
hot weather. A ' London writer has just eaten two naartjes 
and found them deliciously juicy, sweet, - and refreshing. He 
is assured also that naartje squash is an excellent drink when 
the shade temperature is up to 70; and it needs no sugar. 
This novelty is like a big tangerine orange, but it is altogether 
superior to that fruit, and it is reported that the demand is 
rapidly increasing. The only complaint against the naartje 
is its name. So delicious a morsel should have a title of 
sweeter savor. 

Lake Baikal is a somewhat remarkable body of water. Its 
name is a corruption of the Turkish Bei-kul, "rich lake" — the 
reference being, presumably, to the valuable fish with which it 
swarms. Lake Baikal is the third largest body of water in 
Asia. The Caspian and Aral seas are the two larger. Both 
are salt, however, while Baikal is fresh. It is, therefore, the 
largest fresh-water lake in Asia, and the sixth- in size in the 
world, the five Great Lakes of North America exceeding it in 
area. Its waters occupy a remarkable depression in the vast 
plateau of Central Asia. The level of its waters is 1,300 feet 
above the sea, while the bottom of the lake is, in some places, 
more than 3,000 feet below the sea-ievel. Its depth is, there- 
fore, 4,500 feet in the deepest parts. The lake is 330 miles 
long, and from nine and a quarter to forty miles wide. Its 
waars are a deep blue, and remarkably clear. There are a 
number of islands in it; the largest, Olkhon, is forty-two miles 
long. There are numerous hot springs on the shores, and 
earthquake vibrations are frequent. The annual value of its 
salmon, sturgeon, and other fisheries, is about one hundred 
and sixty thousand dollars. Fresh-water seals are abundant, 
and they are caught for their fur. It receives the waters of 
several streams, the main one being the Salenga River, eight 
hundred miles long. The upper Angara River, also of con- 
siderable size, enters its northeastern end. Its outlet is the 
lower Angara, on which Irkutsk is situated. 

A great Atlantic roller, disporting itself on top of between 
2,000 and 3,000 fathoms of water, will completely change its 
character on coming into shallower surroundings. The Srift 
is curtailed, and the crest becomes peaked up. Near the Eddy- 
stone lighthouse, where the depth steeps within the range 



of but a few miles from 200 fathoms to 30 fathoms, the sea 
has been known to heap up in a solid wall of green water to 
a height of more than 100 feet. Such a procession of billows 
bearing down upon the famous lighthouse leave nothing but 
its lantern visible above their frothing ridges. The expres- 
sion, "green water," or "green sea," by the way, is used to, 
denote the actual wave body, as distinguished from the spray, 
which it may throw up on breaking. Thus the celebrated Sit, 
Helena rollers measure no more than about 15 feet of green' 
water, but on bursting they will fling their crystalline show- 
ers to a height of substantially over 100 feet. Although no 
hard and fast rule can be laid down upon the subject,' it may- 
be taken that the billows raised by an average "heavy gale,'" 
such as might be encountereu in crossing the Atlantic during 
the winter, would have a normal height from hollow to cresf, 
of about 40 feet, and a period of about 18 seconds, giving ( a, 
length of drift of some 1,500 feet. If a big ship were driven 
at all hard against such a sea it would smother her 1 , causing 
her to labor so heavily that her decks would be untenable, ana 
much of her top hamper swept away. On the other hand, it 
she were humored, and allowed to take up her own position, 
she would probably fall off into the trough and override the 
surges as buoyantly as a seagull. 



WITH THE FUNNY FALLOWS. 

"The poor you have with you always," the preacher quoted. 
"Thar's whar you're mistaken," said the old man. "Fer the 
last six months my oldest boy has been drawin' on me from 
Texas! " 

O'Flannagan come home one night with a deep band of black 
crape around his hat. "Why, Mike!" exclaimed his wife* 
"What are ye wearin' that mournful thing for?" "I'm wearini 
it for yer first husband," replied Mike firmly. "I'm sorry he's 
dead." " 
/ ■ " 

"What does you reckon you'll like ter do w'en you gits ter 
glory?" "Well," said Brother Dickey, "since you put de que* 
tion ter me, I'll make answer ter it. Ef dey lets me have my 
way, I'll des lay back on a white cloud, an' let de heavenly, 
winds blow me fum star to star." 

I 

"Young Ruggles did a very thoughtless thing." "What was 
that?" "He wrote a poem in honor of a certain young woman 
who had just completed her twenty-first birthday, and pub* 
lished it in the college paper." "Wasn't it a good poem?" 
"Very good." "What's the criticism, then?" "Why, anybody 
who wants to find out can look back any time and discover 
how old the young woman is." 

The boy stood on the bridge of a schooner, beside the cap- 
tain, on a starry night. It suddenly became necessary for the 
captain to go below, and he said to the boy: "Here, take the 
wheel. I'll be hack in a few minutes. Steer by that star, and 
you'll be all right." The boy began to steer the boat, and soon . 
he got her out of her course. The star now appeared astern 
instead of ahead. He shouted down to the captain: "Hi, 
Skipper! Come up and find us another star! I've passed 
that one!" 

When Mr. B. went to call upon some friends the other after- 
noon he was on his way out of town, and so had his traveling 
bag with him. This he placed in a corner, and when he rose 
to leave he overlooked it. His hostess happened to notice it 
before he had reached the door, and called to her little daugh- 
ter: "Marie, run after Mr. B., and tell him he has left hia 
grip here." The little one gave her mother one swift glance 
of surprise, but flew dutifully to obey orders. "Oh, Mr. B„" 
they heard her say, "mother says you have forgotten to take 
your grip with you." Then she added, quickly, in a tone of 
polite apology: "You see, most all of us have had it thia 
winter, and we'd rather not have any more." 
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BETRAYED BY A KISS. 

y *■ 

^ By KIT CLYDE. 

The inhabitants of Fordham were in a condition of mental 
excitement such as had never before convulsed the quiet com- 
munity. While it is within the corporate limits of the city of 
New York, it is withal a country town, a place of surburban 
residence, the natural beauty of which has resulted in the 
creation of scores of handsome residences with beautiful out- 
lying grounds. 

The reason of the great excitement was that a murder had 
been committed In their midst. A call came into the central 
office just before the daylight hour. The officer in charge call- 
ed me, and with a smile, said: 

"I have hardly the heart to ask you to go out, especially in 
this storm, but " 

■"Well?" as he hesitated. 

"It seems almost a fatality that you should always be here 
when these night alarms come in." 
"It is singular," I assented. 

■"There has not," he continued, "been an occasion when a 
call has been made of any importance in six months when the 
Investigation has not fallen on your shoulders." 

"Fortunately, my shoulders are broad. What's up?" 

""A case of robbery and murder." 

■"Where?" 

' *" In the annexed district — in Fordham. " 
' And he added: 

j -"If you do not care to go, I will send somebody else." 
' ■"111 go," I answered. 

I was furnished with all the details contained in the report 
4hat had reached headquarters. 

I then started for Fordham. The scene of the awful crime 
mas a pretty villa occupying the crest of a gentle acclivity, and 
about fifty yards back from <!ne road. * 

Day had broken before I passed through the gate and up the 
graveled path. On the veranda I discovered a weeping woman. 

On hearing my step close at hand, she lifted her face from 
fcer hands and gave me an eager, questioning look. Divining 
Chat she was one of the most deeply interested parties, I said: 

"I am the detective sent up from headquarters." 

■"I am so glad you have come! " she exclaimed. "I have been 
looking and waiting for a couple of hours." 

At first her words were nearly indistinguishable, but before 
she had finished her voice had become firm., It clearly was 
made so by an effort. 

"Madam," I said, "will you kindly inform me who you are?" 

■"I am Mrs. Sanford, the wife, of the victim of last night." 

■"Ah! I am glad to meet you, although I deplore the be- 
reavement that has made my presence necessary." 

She impulsively placed a hand on my arm. 

"You look and talk like an honest man! " she exclaimed. "In 
the name of high heaven, I adjure you to help me bring to jus- 
tice the murderers of my husband." 

■"I will do so If it be possible." 

"Thank you. Will you go now and see him?" 

The last word came with an effort. 

I shook my head. 

"Not just yet," I said. "I should like to talk with you a 
Httjle while, if you will be seated again." 

When she had resumed her chair I said: 

"Please tell me now what is known of this affair." 

In a voice rendered clear and firm by an effort of will, won- 
derful in a woman, she said: 

"There is not much I can tell you. At ten o'clock last even- 
ing, having a headache, I bade my husband good-night, and 
retired to my room." 



"Leaving him where?" I interjected. 

"In the library. It must have been about one o'clock that I 
was awakened by a single piercing cry. I lay still and listen- 
ed. It was not repeated. I began to think that my imagina- 
tion had played me a trick, and was on the point of dozing 
again, when I heard a shutter or door slam." 

"Pardon me, but did not the absence of your husband at 
that late hour arouse any fears?" 

"Not in itself, for I knew he expected to be up very late." 

"For what purpose?" 

"To investigate certain reports, and make calculations of his 
own, in connection with a mine in which he thought of in- 
vesting. " 

"Ah! Well, the shunter slammed— what then?" 

"It aroused all my fears anew, and rising, I went to the head 
of the stairs and called Henry by name. I igot no answer. 
That made me almost wild. I returned to my room, hastily 
slipped on this wrapper, and went downstairs. In the library I 
found him — murdered ! " 

"You saw nothing of the assassin?" 

"I did not." 

"Nor have any clew to his .identity?" 
"I have not." 

"Yon speak of a mine. What business was your husband in?" 
" He had no business. He has been living a life of leisure on 
his income." 
"Do you own this house?" 

"No; it belongs to an ex-mayor of New York, and we rent it 
of him, furnished." 

"What was the apparent motive for the crime? Was it rsb- 
bery?" 

"I don't know. Henry never kept any money or valuables in 
the safe — nothing but papers. " 
"Were you all alone in the house?" 

"Practically so. One servant had been given permission to 
be away over night, and the other is hard of hearing." 
"You have no children, then?" 

"No," she answered, quickly. "We have been married only 
three months." 
"Does your husband leave a fortune?" 
"Yes." 

"To whom will it go?" 

I £aw her give a start as the question was put. It probably 
had not occurred to her before. She then answered: 

"That depends on whether there is a will,"! suppose. I am 
not much of a lawyer, but I know that much." 

"In case there is no will?" I suggested. 

"As his widow, I presume I am entitled to something, but the 
rest will go to a person I cordially detest. " 

"Ah! Who is it?" 

"Henry's cousin, Lucy Ray." 

"Why do you dislike her?" 

Mrs. Sanford flushed, but she quickly replied: 

"I will be frank with you. She wanted Henry to marry her, 
and when she learned that he had become engaged to me, she 
did her best to break off the engagement. She villified me 
and tried to blacken my character, and never ceased until con- 
vinced that her labor was being wasted. Then, suddenly, she 
altered, and made an offer of friendship, but I scornfully re- 
fused to recognize or have aught to do with her. " 

"Is Lucy Ray able to support herself?" 

"No. She was dependent on Henry." 

Gently forcing her back in the chair when she would have 
accompanied me, I said: 

"It is needless to distress yourself by visiting what to you 
must be an extremely distressing scene. I can find the way. " 

In the library I found the deaf servant on guard over the 
body of her murdered master. 
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"He was such a kind, good man," she sobbed, "and I hope 
you'll hang them as did him this harm." 

I looked around me. 

The library was on the first floor. 

Long French windows opened on a broad piazza outside. 

It was easy to conceive how the crime had been committed. 
The assassin, in bare feet or stockings, had crossed the 
piazza unheard. Lying in wait outside the open window until 
the favorable moment occurred, he had then sprung inside 
and dealt his victim a heavy blow with a club. 

He must then have uttered that cry heard by Mrs. Sanford. 

I sat down before the desk at which Mr. Sanford had been 
writing during the evening, as was evidenced by the unstop- 
pered ink-bottle and the writing materials. 

My eye rested on a blotter. Suddenly I caught it up. 

Faintly, yet legibly, I could read what had been written with 
coarse, bold lines, and been blotted to absorb the superfluous 
ink: 

"Last Will and Testament of Henry Sanford." 
The blotter had absorbed this ink not more than five or six 
hours earlier. 
Where was the will?' 

I began a search for it. In the course of this, after failing to 
discover the instrument, I contemplatively paused beside the 
prone figure of the murdered man. One hand had doubled, and 
was partially hidden under his body'. Between the fingers a 
scrap of paper was visible. 

It was a small, triangular fragment of the will made that 
night by Henry Sanford! 

I could feel my eyes dilate. 

L guessed that there had been a struggle for the will. If 
there had not been it would not have been torn, and the great- 
er part of it missing! 

Lucy Ray boarded at a residence a mile distant. 

She was given a liberal allowance by Sanford, and I learned 
kept a saddle-horse, as also that she was accustomed to ride 
out before breakfast in the morning. 

My. mind was quickly made up. 

In an hour I was on horseback, slowly cantering In the di- 
rection of the place where she boarded. 

I don't think I ever felt so much like a fool in all my life as 
in the disguise I had adopted. It was "very English, you 
know," particularly the eye-glass stuck over one eye. 

Reaching a long shady lane that led up to the house, with 
many a twist and turn, where Lucy Ray stopped, I entered it. 

I had gone only a short distance, but was out of sight of the 
road, when I heard the tramp of horse's feet approaching. 

I continued onward at a walk, my horse's feet giving back 
no echo on the mossy stretch of road that I had met, and a 
couple of minutes later was an unseen witness to a meeting be- 
tween two persons — a man and a woman. * 

She greeted him rather coldly, I thought, but he drew his 
horse around beside hers, and bending forward, lifted her 
hand, and with courtly grace pressed his Hps to it. 

"Well?" she said, sharply, questioning. 

"I will meet you at the old place to-night and give it to you." 

Then the woman started. 

She had seen me. 

As they passed both gave me a keen look. My "very Eng- 
lish" appearance must have quieted any suspicions which, 
, were they guilty, would naturally arise. 

The woman, from descriptions given me, I knew to be Lucy 
Ray. The man I had recognized as the unworthy son of a 
father whose name is mentioned pnly with honor. 

Left a fortune, he had squandered it with companions of the 
worst character. Very recently he had escaped being arrested 
on a charge that would have sent him to prison, friends of 



the family having succeeded in silencing the witnesses by a 
liberal use of money. Personaly, I had run across his track 
in investigating a safe-robbery that never could have occurred 
save through the connivance of a person as familiar with the 
place as only a few were beside Charlie Victor. 

While the coroner was busy at the house I was sauntering 
near the depot, more comfortable now that I had rid myself 
of the eye-glass. 

A phaeton came down the hill to meet a down-train. 

From it Lucy Ray alighted, her eyes red, as though from 
weeping. As she turned from the companion who had accom- 
panied her she said: 

" I will return as soon as I have seen the lawyer. " 

I sauntered into the waiting-room, where I could watch her. 

Presently Charlie Victor entered. 

Victor and Lucy acted toward each other like strangers. 

What the purpose of this might be I could not divine. But I 
determined not to lose' sight of the girl again during the day. 

I followed her to the lawyer's, saw her enter, and when she 
departed followed her back to her home in Fordham. 

Then I returned to the depot. 

Charlie Victor came up on a train, arriving shortly after 
eight o'clock in the evening. 

I dogged his steps like a bloodhound, and when he entered 
the shaded road where I had that morning witnessed the kiss 
I was close at his heels. 

He shortly turned into a footpath, and going a couple of 
hundred feet, entered a rustic summer-house. 

I was crouching outside of it when the rustle of a woman's 
dress informed me that Lucy Ray was approaching. 

"Are you there, Charlie?" she queried. 

"Yes." 

"Well," in an eager tone, "tell me all about it. Did you find 
a will?" 
"Yes." 

"And had he left everything to that hussy?" 
"Yes." 

"Where is the will?" { 

"I have it here." 

I waited for no more. 

Bang — bang! 

Two shots I fired in the air to summon others to the spot, 
and then, with my brace of revolvers again cocked, I barred 
the door of the summer-house, saying sternly: 

"You are my prisoners! Stir a finger, and I will shoot!" 

In less than a minute, almost before the evil pair could com- 
prehend the situation, several of the male members of tha 
family were beside me. 

Victor was seized, and search of his person brought to light 
the will — a fragment of which I had earlier discovered in the 
murder«d man's fingers. 

Lucy Ray, proud and fearless as she was beautiful of face 
and evil of heart, cheated the law by swallowing some poison 
concealed on her person. ' 

Victor was soon behind the bars. 

He made a clean breast of the whole horrible affair. Driv- 
en to desperation by his financial straits, and also falling 
madly in love with the beautiful fiend, -he had listened to her 
promptings and committed the awful crime which was to gain 
him at one stroke a wife and a fortune. 

As to Lucy Ray's secret reasons none can say, but it appears 
like a sensible view of the matter that she was primarily actu- 
ated by an ungovernable desire to be revenged on her cousin's 
wife for her scornful refusal to speak or to associate with her. 

So cold-blooded a murder should have sent Victor to the gal- 
lows, but his plea of manslaughter in the second degree was 
accepted, and he was sentenced to prison for life. He died 
miserably in confinement about two years later. 



i These Books Tell You Everything! 

! A COMPLETE SET IS A REGULAR ENCYCLOPEDIA! 

Each book consists of sixty-four pages, printed on good paper, in clear type and neatly bound in an attractive, illustrated cover. 
1 Host of the books are also profusely illustrated, and all of the subjects treated upon are explained in such a simple manner that any 
: child can thoroughly understand them. Look over the list as classified and see if you want to know anything about the subjects 
■rationed. 



THESE BOOKS ARE FOR SALE BY ALL NEWSDEALERS OR WILL BE SENT BY MAIL TO ANT ADDRESS 
FROM THIS OFFICE ON RECEIPT OF PRICE. TEN CENTS EACH, OR ANY THREE BOOKS FOR TWENTY-FIVE 
I GENTS. POSTAGE STAMPS TAKEN THE SAME AS MONEY. Address FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 24 Union Square, N.X. 



MESMERISM. 

No. 81. HOW TO MESMERIZE. — Containing the most ap- 
proved methods of mesmerism ; also how to cure all kinds of 
diseases by animal magnetism, or, magnetic healing. By Prof. Leo 
Bug® Koch, A. C S., author of " How to Hypnotize," etc 

PALMISTRY. 

No. 82. HOW TO DO PALMISTRY.— Containing the most ap- 
proved methods of reading the lines on the band, together with 
■ full explanation of their meaning. Also explaining phrenology, 
ud the key for telling character by the bumps on the head. By 
|«o Hugo Koch, A. C. S. Fully illustrated. 

HYPNOTISM. 

No. 83. HOW TO HYPNOTIZE.— Containing valuable and in- 
ttractive information regarding the science of hypnotism. Also 
explaining the most approved methods which are employed by the 
leading hypnotists of the world. By Leo Hugo Koch, A.C.S. 

J SPORTING. 

No. 21. HOW TO HUNT AND FISH. — The most complete 
fcunting and fishing guide ever published. It contains full in- 
structions about guns, hunting dogs, traps, trapping and fishing, 
together with descriptions of game and fish. 

No. 26. HOW TO ROW, SAIL AND BUILD A BOAT.— Fully 
illustrated. Every boy should know how to row and sail a boat. 
Full instructions are given in this little book, together with in- 
structions on swimming and riding, companion sports to boating. 

No. 47. HOW TO BREAK, RIDE AND DRIVE A HORSE.— 
IA. complete treatise on the horse. Describing the most useful horses 
(or business, the best horses for the road ; also valuable recipes for 
diseases peculiar to the horse. 

No. 48. HOW TO BUILD AND SAIL CANOES. — A handy 
book for boys, containing full directions for constructing canoes 
*nd the most popular manner of sailing them. Fully illustrated. 
By a Stansfield Hicks. 

FORTUNE TELLING. 

No" 1. NAPOLEON'S ORACULUM AND DREAM BOOK. — 
Containing the great oracle of human destiny ; also the true mean- 
ing of almost any kind of dreams, together with charms, ceremonies, 
•nd curious games of cards. A complete book. 

No. 23. HOW TO EXPLAIN DREAMS.— Everybody dreams, 
from the little child to the aged man and woman. This little book 
gives the > explanation to all kinds of dreams, together with lucky 
and unlucky days, and "Napoleon's Oraculum," the book of fate. 

No. 28. HOW TO TELL FORTUNES. — Everyone is desirous of 
knowing what his future life will bring forth, whether happiness or 
aaisery, wealth or poverty. You can tell by a glance at this little 
book. Buy one and be convinced. Tell your own fortune. Tell 
the fortune of your friends. 

No. 76. HOW TO TELL FORTUNES BY THE HAND.— 
Containing rules for telling fortunes by the aid of lines of the hand, 
•r the secret of palmistry. Also the secret of telling future events 
bf aid of moles, marks, scars, etc. Illustrated. By A. Anderson. 

ATHLETIC. 

No. 6. HOW TO BECOME AN ATHLETE. — Giving full in- 
struction for the use of dumb bells, Indian clubs, parallel bars, 
horizontal bars and various other methods of developing a good, 
healthy muscle ; containing over sixty illustrations. Every boy can 
become strong and healthy by following the instructions contained 
In this little book. 

No. 10. HOW TO BOX. — The art of self-defense made easy. 
Containing over thirty illustrations of guards, blows, and the diifer- 
tnt positions of a good boxer. Every boy should obtain one of 
these useful and instructive books^as it will teach you how to box 
Without an* instructor. 

No. 25. HOW TO BECOME A GYMNAST. — Containing full 
Instructions for all kinds of gymnastic sports and athletic exercises. 
Embracing thirty-five illustrations. By Professor W. Macdonald. 
A handy and useful book. > 

No. 34. HOW TO FENCE. — Containing full instruction for 
fencing and the Use of the broadsword ; also instruction in archery. 
Described with twenty-one practical illustrations, giving the best 
positions in fencing. A complete book. 

TRICKS WITH CARDS. 

No. 51. HOW TO DO URICKS WITH CARDS.— Containing 
axplanations of the general principles of sleight-of-hand applicable 
to card tricks ; of card tricks with ordinary cards, and not requiring 
aleight-of-hand ; of tricks involving sleight-of-hand, or the use of 
BpeciaU; prepared cards. By Professor Hafiner. Illustrated. 



No. 72. HOW TO DO SIXTY TRICKS WITH CARDS. — Em» 
bracing all of the latest and most deceptive card tricks, with iV 
lustrations. By A. Anderson. 

No. 77. HOW TO DO FORTY TRICKS WITH CARDS.— 
Containing deceptive Card Tricks as performed by leading conjurors 
and magicians. Arranged for home amusement. Fully illustrated. 

MAGIC. 

No. 2. HOW TO DO TRICKS.— The great book of magic and 
card tricks, containing full instruction on all the leading card tricks 
of the day, also the most popular magical illusions as performed by 
our leading magicians ; every boy should obtain a copy of this book, 
as it will both amuse and instruct. 

No. 22. HOW TO DO SECOND SIGHT. — Heller's second sight 
explained by his former assistant, Fred Hunt, Jr. Explaining how 
the secret dialogues were carried on between the magician and the 
boy on -the stage; also giving all the codes and signals. The only 
authentic explanation of second sight. 

No. 43. HOW TO BECOME A MAGICIAN.— Containing the 
grandest assortment of magical illusions ever placed before the 
public. Also tricks with cards, incantations, etc. 

No. 68. HOW TO DO CHEMICAL TRICKS. — Containing over 
one hundred highly amusing and instructive tricks with chemicals. 
By A. Anderson. Handsomely illustrated. 

No. 69. HOW TO DO SLEIGHT OF HAND.— Containing over 
fifty of the latest and best tricks used by magicians. Also contain* 
ing the secret of second sight. Fully illustrated. By A. Anderson, 

No. 70. HOW TO. MAKE MAGIC TOYS. — Containing full 
directions for making Magic Toys and devices of many kinds. By 
A. Anderson. Fully illustrated. 

N.O. 73. HOW TO DO TRICKS WITH NUMBERS. — Showing 
many curious tricks with figures and the magic of numbers. By A, 
Anderson. Fully illustrated. 

No. 75. HOW TO BECOME A CONJUROR. — Containing 
tricks with Dominos, Dice, Cups and Balls, Hats, etc. Embracing 
thirty-six illustrations. By A.~Anderson. 

No. 78. HOW TO DO THE BLACK ART. — Containing a com- 
plete description of the mysteries of Magic and Sleight of Hand, 
together with many wonderful experiments. By A. Anderson, 
Illustrated. ' 

MECHANICAL. 

No. 29. HOW TO BECOME AN INVENTOR.— Every boy 
should know how inventions originated. This book explains them 
all, giving examples in electricity, hydraulics, magnetism, optics, 
pneumatics, mechanics, etc. The most instructive book published. 

No. 56. HOW TO BECOME AN ENGINEER. — Containing full 
instructions how to proceed in order to become a locomotive en- 
gineer ; also directions for building a model locomotive ; together 
with a full description of everything an engineer should know. 

No. 57. HOW TO MAKE MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS.— Full 
directions how to make a Banjo^ Violin, Zither, jEolian Harp, Xylo- 
phone and other musical instruments ; together with a' brief de- 
scription of nearly every musical instrument used in ancient or 
modern times. Profusely illustrated. By Algernon S. Fitzgerald, 
for twenty years bandmaster of the Royal Bengal Marines. 

No. 59. HOW TO MAKE A MAGIC LANTERN— Containing 
a description of the lantern, together with its history aDd invention. 
Also full directions for its use and for painting slides. Handsomely 
illustrated. By John Allen. 

No. 71. HOW TO DO MECHANICAL TRICKS. — Containing 
complete instructions for performing over sixty Mechanical Tricks. 
By A. Anderson. Fully illustrated. 

LETTER WRITING. 

No. 11. HOW TO WRITE LOVE-LETTERS. — A most com- 
plete little book, containing full directions for writing love-letters, 
and when to use them, giving specimen letters for young and old. 
«i No. 12. HOW TO WRITE XETTERS TO LADIES. — Giving 
complete instructions for writing letters to ladies on all subjects; 
also letters of introduction, notes and requests. 

No. 24. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS TO GENTLEMEN.— 
Containing full directions for writing to gentlemen on all subjects; 
also giving sample letters for instruction. 

No. 53. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS.— A wonderful little 
book, telling you how to write to your sweetheart, your father, 
mother, siiter, brother, employer; and, in fact, everybody and any- 
body you wish to write to. Every young man and every young 
lady in the land should have this book. 

No. 14. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS CORRECTLY. — Con- 
taining full instructions for writing letters on almost any subject ; 
also rules for punctuation and composition, with specimen letters. 



THE STAGE. 

No. 41. XHB BOYS OF NEW YORK END MEN'S JOKE 
BOOK. — Containing a great variety of the latest iokes used by the 
most famous end men. No amateur minstrels is complete without 
this wonderful -little book. 

No. 42. THE BOYS OF NEW YORK STUMP SPEAKER. — 
Containing a 1 varied assortment of stump speeches, Negro, Dutch 
and Irish. Also end men's jokes. Just the thing for home amuse- 
ment and amateur shows. 

No. 45. THE, BOYS OF NEW YORK MINSTREL. GUIDE 
AND JOKE BOOK. — Something new "and very instructive. Every 
boy should obtain this book, as it contains full instructions for or- 
ganizing an amateur minstrel troupe. 

No. 65. MULDOON'S JOKES. — This is one of the most original 
joke books ever published, and it is brimful of wit and humor. It 
contains a large collection of songs, jokes, conundrums, etc., of 
Terrence Muldoon, the great wit, humorist, and. practical joker of 
the day. Every boy who can enjoy a good substantial joke should 
obtain a copy immediately. 

No. 79. HOW TO BECOME AN ACTOR— Containing com- 
plete instructions how to make up for various characters on the 
stage ; together with the duties of the Stage Manager, Prompter, 
Scenic Artist and Property Man. By a prominent Stage Manager. 

No. 8Q. GUS WILLIAMS' JOKE BOOK. — Containing the lat- 
est jokes, anecdotes and funny stories of this world-renowned and 
ever popular German comedian. Sixty-four pages ; handsome 
colored cover containing a half-tone photo of the author. 

HOUSEKEEPING. 

No. 16. HOW TO KEEP A WINDOW GARDEN. — Containing 
full instructions for constructing a window garden either in town 
or country, and the most approved methods for raising beautiful 
flowers at home. The most complete book of the kind ever pub- 
lished. 

No. 30. HOW TO COOK.— One of the most instructive books 
on cooking ever published. It contains recipes for cooking meats, 
fish, game, and oysters ; also pies, puddings, cakes and all kinds of 
pastry, and a grand collection of recipes by one of our most popular 
cooks. 

No. 37. HOW TO KEEP HOUSE. — It contains information for 
everybody, boys, girls, men anil women ; it will teach you how to 
make almost anything around the house, such as parlor ornaments, 
brackets, cements, Aeolian harps, and bird lime for catching birds. 

ELECTRICAL. 

No. 46. HOW TO MAKE AND USE ELECTRICITY. — A de- 
scription of the wonderful uses of electricity and electro magnetism ; 
together with full instructions for making Electric Toys, Batteries, 
etc By George Trebel, A. M., M. D. Containing over fifty il- 
lustrations. 

No. 64. HOW TO MAKE ELECTRICAL MACHINES. — Con- 
taining full directions for making electrical machines, induction 
coils, dynamos, and many novel toys to be worked by electricity. 
By R. A. R. Bennett. Fully illustrated. 

No. 67. HOW TO DO ELECTRICAL TRICKS. — Containing a 
large collection of instructive and highly amusing electrical tricks, 
together with illustrations. By A. Anderson. 

ENTERTAINMENT. 

No. 9. HOW TO BECOME A VENTRILOQUIST. — By Harry 
Kennedy. The secret given away. Every intelligent boy reading 
this book of instructions, by a practical professor (delighting multi- 
tudes every night with his wonderful imitations), can master the 
art, and create any amount of fun for himself and friends. It is the 
greatest book ever published, and there's millions (of fun) in it. 

No. 20. HOW TO ENTERTAM AN EVENING PARTY. — -A 
very valuable little book just published. A complete compendium 
of games, sports, card diversions, comic recitations, etc., suitable 
for parlor or drawing-room- entertainment. It contains more for the 
money than" any book published. 

No. 35. HOW TO PLAY GAMES.— A complete and useful little 
book, containing the rules and regulations of billiards, bagatelle, 
backgammon, croquet, dominoes, etc. 

No. 36. HOW TO SOLVE CONUNDRUMS.— Containing all 
the leading conundrums of the day, amusing riddles, curious catches 
and witty sayings. 

No. 52. HOW TO PLAY CARDS. — A complete and handy little 
book, giving the rules and full directions for playing Euchre, Crib- 
bage, Cfisino, Forty-Five, Rounce, Pedro Sancho, Draw Poker, 
Auction Pitch, All Fours, and many other popular games of cards. 

No. 66. HOW TO DO PUZZLES. — Containing over three hun- 
dred interesting puzzles and conundrums, with key to same. A 
complete book. Fully illustrated. By A. Anderson. 

ETIQUETTE. 

No. 13. HOW TO DO IT ; OR, BOOK OF ETIQUETTE.— It 
is a great -life secret, and one that every young man desires to know 
all about. There's happiness in it. 

No. 33. HOW TO BEHAVE.^-Containing the rules and^tiquette 
of good society and'the easiest and most approved •methods of ap- 
pearing to good advantage at parties, balls, the theatre, church, and 
in the drawing-room. 

DECLAMATION. 

No. 27. HOW TO RECITE AND BOOK OF RECITATIONS. 
—-Containing the most popular selections in use, comprising Dutch 
dialect, French dialect, Yankee and Irish dialect pieces, together 
With many standard readings. 



No. 31. HOW TO BECOME A SPEAKER. — Containing four- 
teen illustrations, giving the different positions requisite to become 
a good speaker, reader and elocutionist. Also containing gems from 
all the popular authors of prose and poetry, arranged in the nfost 
simple and concise manner possible. ' 

No. 49. HOW TO DEBATE. — Giving rules for conducting de- 
bates, outlines for debates, questions for discussion, and the belt 
sources for procuring information on the- questions given. 

SOCIETY. 

No. 3. HOW TO FLIRT. — The arts and wiles of flirtation art 
fully explained by this little book. Besides the various methods of 
handkerchief, fan, glove, parasol, window and hat flirtation, it con- 
tains a full list of the language and sentiment of flowers, which is 
interesting to everybody, both old and young. You cannot be happy 
without one. 

No. 4. HOW TO DANCE is the title of a new and handsome 
littie book just issued by Frank Tousey. It contains full instruc- 
tions in the art of dancing, etiquette in the ball-room and at parties, 
how to dress, and full directions for calling off in all popular square 
dances. 

No. 5. HOW TO MAKE LOVE. — A complete guide to love, 
courtship and marriage, giving sensible advice, rules and etiquette 
to be observed, with many curious and interesting things not gen- 
erally known. 

No. 17. HOW TO DRESS. — Containing full instruction m tha 
art of dressing and appearing well at home and abroad, giving the 
selections of colors, material, and how to have them made up. 

No. 18. HOW TO BECOME BEAUTIFUL— One of the 
brightest and most valuable little books ever given' to the world. 
Everybody wishes to know how to become beautiful, both male and 
female. The secret is simple, and almost costless. Read this book 
and be convinced how to become beautiful. 

BIRDS AND ANIMALS. 

No. 7. HOW TO KEEP BIRDS.— Handsomely illustrated and 
containing full instructions for the management and training of the 
canary, mockingbird, bobolink, blackbird, paroquet, parrot, etc. 

No. 39. HOW TO RAISE DOGS, POULTRY, PIGEONS AND 
RABBITS. — A useful and instructive book. Handsomely illus- 
trated. By Ira Drofraw. 

No. 40. HOW TO MAKE AND SET TRAPS.— Including hint* 
on how to catch moles, weasels, otter, rats, squirrels and birds. 
Also bow to cure skins. Copiously illustrated. By J. Harrington 
Keene 

No.' 50. HOW TO STUFF BIRDS AND ANIMALS. — A 
valuable book, giving instructions in collecting, preparing, mounting 
and preserving birds, arimals and insects. 

No. 54. HOW TO KEEP, AND MANAGE PETS. — Giving com- 
plete information as to the manner and method of raising, keeping, 
taming, breeding, and managing all kinds of pets ; also giving full 
instructions for making cages, etc. Fully explained by twenty-eight 
illustrations, making it the most complete book of the kind ever 
published. 

MISCELLANEOUS. 

No. 8. HOW TO BECOME A SCIENTIST. — A useful and in- 
structive book, giving a compete treatise on chemistry; also ex- 
periments in acoustics, mechanics, mathematics, chemistry, and di- 
rections for making fireworks, colored fires, and gas balloons. This 
book cannot be equaled. 

No. 14. HOW TO MAKE CANDY.— A complete hand-book for 
making All kinds of candy, ice-cream, syrups, essences, etc etc. 

No. 84. HOW TO BECOME AN" AUTHOR. — Containing full 
information regarding choice of subjects, the use of words and the 
manner of preparing and submitting manuscript. Also containing 
valuable information as to the neatness, legibility and general oom- 
position of manuscript, essential to a successful author. By Prince 
Hiland. 

No. 38. HOW TO BECOME YOUR OWN DOCTOR. — A won- 
derful book, containing useful and practical information in tha 
treatment of ordinary diseases and ailments common to every 
family. . Abounding in useful and effective recipes for general com- 
plaints. 

No. 55. HOW TO COLLECT STAMPS AND COINS.— Con- 
taining valuable information regarding the collecting and arranging 
of stamps and coins. Handsomely illustrAed. 

No. 58. HOW TO BE A DETECTIVE. — By Old King Brady, 
the world-known detective. In which he lays down some valuable 
and sensible rules for beginners, and also relates some adventures 
and experiences^of well-known detectives. 

No. 60. HOW TO BECOME A' PHOTOGRAPHER. — Contain- 
ing useful information regarding the Camera and how to work it; 
also how to make Photographic Magic Lantern Slides and other 
Transparencies. Handsomely illustrated. By Captain W. De W. 
Abney. 

No. 62. HOW TO BEQOME A WEST POINT MILITARY 
CADET. — Containing full explanations how to gain admittance, 
course c of Study, Examinations," Duties, - Staff of 'Officers, Post 
Guard, Police Regulations, Fire Department, and alLa boy should 
know to be a Cadet. Compiled and written by Lu Senarens, author 
of "How to Become a Naval Cadet." 

No. 63. HOW TO BECOME A NAVAL CADET. — Complete in- 
structions of how to gain .admission to the Annapolis Naval 
Academy. Also containing the course of instruction, description 
of grounds and buildings, historical sketch, and everything a boy 
should know to Become an officer in the United States Navy. Com- 
piled and written by Lu ' Senarens, author of "How to Become • 
West Point Military Cadet." 
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Latest Issues 



"WORK AND WIN" 



Containing the Great Feed Fearnot St<»«iks> 

ovlokes cotebs. 32 pages 

431 Fred Fearnot and the One- Armed Wonder; or, Putting 
Them Over the Plate. 

492 Fred Fearnot and the Street Singer; or, The Little Queen 

ol Song. 

493 Fred Fearnot's Lucky Hit; or, Winning Out in the Ninth. 

494 Fred Fearnot and the Raft Boy; or. Hough Life on the 

Mississippi. 



Price 5 Cents. 

495 Fred Fearnot's Steal to Second; or, Tire Trick that Turn- 
ed the Tide. 

496 Fred Fearnot's New Stroke; or, Beating the Champion 
Swimmer. 

497 Fred Fearnot's Quarrel with Terry; or, Settling a Friend- 
ly Dispute. 

498 Fred Fearnot's Schoolboy Stars; or, Teaching a Young 
Nine the Game. 



"THE LIBERTY BOYS OF '76" 



A Weekly Magazine Containing Stories of the American Revolution. 



Colored Covers. 



89 Pages. 



Price 5 Cents. 



384 The Liberty Boys at Cherry Valley; or, Battling with 

Brant. 

884 The Liberty Boys on Picket Duty; or, Facing the Worst 
of Dangers. 

385 The Liberty Boys and the Queen's Rangers; or, Raiding 

the Raiders. * - 

386 The Liberty Boys at Savannah; or, Attacked on All Sides. 



387 The Liberty Boys and De Kalb; or, Dick Slater's Last 

Bullet. 

388 The Liberty Boys' Seven Battles; or, Fighting in the 

Forest. 

389 The Liberty Boys and the Press Gang; or, the Raid on 

Fraunces' Tavern. 

390 The Liberty Boys at the Death Line; or, Saving the Pris- 
. oners of Logtown. 



"PLUCK AND LUCK" 

Containing Stories of All Kinds. 
Colored Covers. 88 Pages. 

E17 The Swamp Rats; or, The Boys Who Fought for Wash- 
ington. By Gen'l Jas. A. Gordon. 

US Nino, the Wonder of the Air. A Story of Circus Life. By 
Berton Bertrew. 

519 A Fireman at Sixteen; or, Through Flame and Smoke. 

By Ex-Fire-Chief Warden. 

520 100 Feet Above the Housetops; or, The Mystery of the 

Old Church Steeple. By Allyn Draper. 



Price 5 Cents. 

521 The Boy Explorers; or, Abandoned in the Land of Ice. 
By Thos. H. Wilson. 

522 "The Mystery of the Volcano. A True Story of Mexico. 
By Howard Austin. 

523 Fighting with Washington; or, The Boy Regiment of the 
Revolution. By Gen'l. Jas. A. Gordon. 

'524 The Smartest Boy in Philadelphia; or, Dick Rollins' Fight 
for a Living. By Allyn Draper. 
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FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 24 Union Square, New York. 
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" " PLUCK AND LUCK, Nos 

" " SECEET SERVICE, Nos 

" " FAME AND FORTUNE WEEKLY, Nos 

" " Ten-Cent Hand Books, Nos 
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IN >ne Street and No Town State . 



SECRET SERVICE 

OLD AND YOUNG KING BRADY, DETECTIVES. 

Price 5 cents. 32 Pages. Colored Covers. Issued Weekly 



LATEST ISSUES: 

426 The Bradys and the "Queen of the West" ; or, Trailing the Ari- 
zona Gem Thieves. 

42' The J.radys and the Wall Street Money Fakirs; or, The Mys- 
terious Mr. Mix. 

428 The Bradys and the Chink Smugglers ; or, The Hurry Call to 

Canada. 

429 The Bradys and Kid Joaquin ; or, The Greasers of Robbers' Can- 

yon. 

430 The Uradys and Gump High ; or, The Mystery of the Ruined 

Joss House. 

431 The Bradys and the River Pirates ; or, After the Dock Rats' 

Hall. 

432 The Bradys and the Silent Five ; or, The Secrets of Shadyside 

Gang. 

433 The Bradys and the Opium King; or, Braving the Perils of Pel' 

Street. 

434 The Bradys' Bleecker Street Mystery ; or, The House With a 

Hundred Doors. 

435 The Bradys Among the Frisco Gold Thieves ; or, The Black Band 

of Uld Dupont Street. 

436 The Bradys and the Doctor's Death League ; or, The Mystery of 

the Boy in Red. 

437 The Bradys and the Man Trappers ; or, Hot Times on Whirlwind 

Lake. 

438 The Bradys and the House of Skulls ; or, The Strange Man of 

Five Points. 

439 The Bradys' Daring Deal ; or, The Bargain With Dr. Death. 

440 The Bradys and the Coffin Man ; or, Held in the House of the 

Missing. 

441 The Bradys and the Chinese Dwarf; or, The Queue Hunter of the 

Barbary Coast. 

442 The Bradys Among the Handshakers; or, Trapping the Confidence 

Men. 

443 The Bradys and the Death Trunk ; or, The Chicago Secret Seven. 

444 The Bradys and Mr. Magic ; or, After the Thumbless League. 
44D The Bradys' Double Trap ; or, Working the Night Side of New 

York. 

446 The Bradys and the Gun-Boat Boys ; or, Unraveling a Navy Yard 

Mystery. 

447 The Bradys and "Old Foxy" ; or, The Slickest Crook in New 

York. 

448 The Bradys and the Fan Tan Players ; or, In the Secret Dens of 

Chinatown. 

44H The Bradys and the Three Black Stars ; or, The Million Lost in 
the Meadows. 

450 The Bradys' Church Vault Mystery ; or. Tracking the Bowery 

Fakirs. 

451 The Bradys and "Gum-Shoe Gus" ; or, Hunting the White Way 

Crooks. 

4">2 Th> Bradys and the Belfry "Owls" ; or, Trailed to the Tombs. 

453 The Bradys and the Chinese Juggler ; or, The Opium Fiend's Re- 

venge. 

454 The Bradys after "78X" ; or. Caught by a Sing Sing Clew. 

455 The Bradys and the Telegraph Boy ; or, Exposing the League of 

Three. 

456 The Bradys' Six Bell Clew ; or, The Masked Men of the Magic 

Mountain. 

457 The Bradys and the Queen of the Highbinders ; or, The War of 

the Tongs and Leongs. 

For sale by all newsdealers, or will be sent to any address on receipt of price, 5 cents per copy, in money or postage stamps, Dy 



45S The Bradys and the Floating Head : or. The Clew Found in the 
liiver. 

450 The Bradys After Captain Death: or. Saving a Million in Rubies. 
-16o The r.rndys and the Witch \\ uinan : or. The Mystery of Mulberry 
I '.end. 

401 The Bradys and the Blind I'eddler; or. Working in the Dark. 
I 462 The Bradys chasing tin. 1 'Queer'' Makers; or. The Missing Secret 
\ Service .Man. 

163 The Bradys and the Hop Crooks; or, The Hidden Man of China- 
town. 

461 The Bradys' Double Death Trap; or. After the St. Louis Seven. 
-t'15 The r.rnuys and tin.' Trunk Tappers : or. Solving a Railroad 
Mystery. 

466 The Bradys' Church Clock Cievv ; or. The Man in the Steel (.'age 
46i The Bradys n:nl the Six Skeletons; or. The Fnderground House 
on the Hudson. 

-168 The Bradys a..d the Chinese Fire Fiends: or. Breaking I'p a 
Secret i.;iiid 

460 The Brauys and the Stolen Bonds: or. A Tangled Case from 
Bosto,.. 

470 The Bradys and the Black Giant : or. The Secret of "Little 

Syria. ' 

471 The Bradys and Little Chin-Chin ; or. Exposing an Opium Gang. 

472 The Bradys alter the Bank Street Bunch ; or. Rounding up the 

Dock icats. 

473 The uradys and the Boston Beats ; or. The Secrets of the Old 

Manor House. 

474 The Bradys Chasing the Grain Thieves; or, Chicago's Mysterious 

Six. 

475 The Bradys and the Mad Chinaman: or. Hot Work in Five Citie». 

476 The Bradys and the Black Poisoner; or. Strange Work in Phila- 

delphia. 

477 The uradys in London ; or. Solving the Whiteehapel Mystery. 

478 The Bradys and the French Crooks; or. Detective Work in Paris. 
470 The Bradys After the Policy Ki.ig : or. The Plot Against Captain 

Kane. 

480 The Bradvs and the Dynamite Gang: or. Ten Hours of Deadly 

Peril. 

481 The Bradys and the Fan Tan Queen : or. Lost in the Heart of 

Chinatown. 

482 The Bradys in the White Light District; or. Tracking the 

Broadway Sharpers. 

483 The Bradys' Lost Link: or. The Case that Was Never Finished. 

484 The Bradys and the "Prince of Pittsburg" ; or, A Mystery of 

the Blast Furnace. 

485 The Bradys and the Silver Seal : or. The Strangest of All Clews. 

486 The Bradys Tracking "Joe the Ferret" ; or. The Worst Crook 

in the World. 

487 The Bradys and the Chinese Secret Society : or. After the Band 

of Five. 

488 The Bradys and Mr. Midnight ; or. The Mystery of the House 

of Mirrors. 

480 The Bradys After the 'Frisco "Dips" : or. The Sharpest Crooks 
in the West. 

490 The Bradys and the Yellow Boy ; or. The Mystery of a Night 

Tawk Cab. 

491 The Bradys and the Queen of Pell Street : or. The Hidden Hut 

in Chinatown. 

492 The Bradys' Gold Vault Clew: or. Who Killed Treasurer Blacky 
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.... " " PLUCK AND LUCK, Nos 
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